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King Richard IT. The first alteration of this play was by 
Tate, intitled, ©* The Sicilian Usurper.” Tt was prohibit. 
ed from being performed, on which account it was published 
by the author in 1611, with a preface, in which he protests 
against such prohibition. In 1720, an alteration of it was pub. 
lished by Theobald. It was performed at the Lincoln's. Inn. 
Field's Theatre, with tolerable 8uccess, 
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King RICHARD 
The SECOND. 


Atecd at the THEATRE ROYAL, 
| Under the Name of the 


Sicilian Uſurper. 


- With a Prefatory Epifile in Vindication of the 
AUTHOR, - 


Occaſion'd by the PROHI BITION. of this 
A L A TY on the Stage: | 
ByN. TATE. . 
Truttus ut F lebo Puer? Hor. 
Re LONDON, ©. WW | 
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George Raynsford, Elq; 


SIR), 
Woud not have you ſurpriz'd with this Addreſs, though 1 
gave you no warning of it. The Buiſineſs of this Epiſtle s 
more Vindication than Complement ; and when we are to 
tell our Grievances 'tis moſt natural to betake our ſelves to 
a Friend. Twas thought perhaps that this unfortunate Off- 
ſpring having been ſtifled on the Stage, ſhowd have been buried 
in Oblivion ; and ſo it might have happened had it drawn its 
Being from me Alone, but it ſtill retains the immortal Spirit of 
its firſt-Father, and will ſurvive in Print , though forbid to 
tread the Stage. They that have mot ſeen it Atted, by its being 
filenct, muſt ſuſpeft me to have Compild a Diſloyal or Refletting 
Play. Buf how far diſtant this was from my Deſign and Condutt 
in the Story will appear to him that reads with half an Eye. To 
form any Reſemblance between the Times here written of, and the 
Preſent, had been unpardonable Preſumption in Me. If the Pro- 
 hibiters conceive any ſuch Notion 1 am not accountable for That. 
1 fell upon the new-modeLling of this Trageay, ( as T had juſt before 
one on the Hiſtory of King Lear) charm'd with the many Beau- 
ties I diſcover d init, which I knew wou'd become the Stage ; with 
as little deſign of Satyr on preſent Tranſattions, as Shakeſpear 
himſelf that wrote this Story before this Age began. I am not ig- 
norant of the poſture of Afﬀairs ww King Richard the Second's Reign, 
how diſſolute then the Age , and how corrupt the Court ; a Seaſon 
that beheld Ignorance and Infamy preferr d to Office and Powr, 
exercis'd in Oppreſſing, Learning and Merit ; but why a Hiſtory 
- of theſe Times TosT be ſuppreſt as a Libel upon Ours, is pat my 
| A Cnder- 
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Underſtanding. *'Tis ſure the worſt Complement that ever was 


a R * 1 cots, » ab BY 
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' done in the new Draft, with ſuch words as Theſe. 


' The Fpiſtle Dedicatory, 


made to a Prince. 
O Rem ridiculam, Cato, & jocaſam, 
Dignamque Auribus, & tuo Cachinno. 
Ride, quicquid amas, Cato, Catullum 
Res eſt Ridicula, &c. ; 

Our Shakeſpear in this Tragedy, bated none of his Charafters 
an Ace of the Chronicle ; he took care to ſhew *em no worſe Men 
than They were, but repreſents ithem never a jot better. His 
Duke of York after al! his buiſy pretended Loyalty , is found 
falſe to his Kinſman and Sovereign, and joyn'd with the Confſpi- 
rators. is King Richard Zimſelf is painted in the worſt Co- 
lours of Fliſtory. Diſſolute, Vnadviſeable, devoted to Eaſe and 
Luxury. Tou find old Gaunt ſpeaking of him in this Language 

Then there are found _ | 

Laſcivious Meeters, to whoſe Venom found 

The open Ear of Youth dos always Liſten. 

Where doth the World thruſt forth a Vanity, 

(So it be New, there's no reſpett how Vile) 

That 1s not quickly buzzd into his Ear z?. © 

That all too late comes Counfel to be heard. | 
without the leaſt palliating of his Miſcarriages, which T have 


- Bom 


Your Sycophants bred from your Child-hood with you, 
Have ſuch Advantage had to work upon 'you, 
That ſcarce your Failings can be call'd your Faults. 
His Reply in Shakeſpcar to the blunt honeſt Adviſer runs thus. 
And Thou a Lunatick Lean-witted-fool, .&c. 
Now by my Scat's right Royal. Majeſty, i 
Wert Thou not Brother to great Edward's Son. 
The Tongue that runs thus roundly in thy Head 
Shou'd run thy Head from thy unreverent Shoulders. 
On the contrary ( though T have made him expreſs ſome Reſent 
ment ) yet he is neither enragd with the good Advice, nor deaf 
t it, He anſwers Thus — | e 
Gentle Unkle ; 
Excuſe the Sally's of my Youthfull Blood: 
We hall not be unmindiull to'redrefs 
( However difficult ) our States Corruptions, 
And purge the Vanities that. crowd -our Court, 
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I have every where: given him the Language of an Attive, Pry 
dent Prince. Preferring the Good of his Subjetts to bis own pr/ 
vate Pleaſure. On his Iriſh Expedition, you find him thus be. 
ſpeak his (Queen | 

Though never vacant Swain in ſilent Bow'rs 
Cou'd boaſt a Paſſion ſo ſincere as Mine, 
Yet where the Int'reſt of the Subject calls 
\We wave the deareſt Tranſports of our Love, 
Flying from Beauties Arms to rugged War, &c. 
Nor coud it ſuffice me to make him ſpeak like a King ( who as 
Mr. Rhymer ſays in his Tragedies of the laſt Age conlidered, are 
always in Poetry preſum'd Heroes) but to At 1o too, wiz. with 
Reſolution and Juſtice. Reſolute enough our Shakeſpear (copying 
the Hiſtory) has made him, for concerning his ſeizing old Gaunt's 
Revennues, he tells the wiſe Diſwaders, 
 - Say what ye will, we ſeize into our Hands 
"His Plate, his Goods, his Money and his Lands. 
But where was the Juſtice of this Attion 2 This Paſſage I confeſs 
was ſo material a Part of the Chronicle ( being the very Baſis of 
Bullingbrook's 2ſurpation) that 7 coud not in this new Model ſo 


far tranſgreſs Truth as to make no mention of it ; yet for the ho- 


nour of my Heroe I ſuppoſe the foreſaid Revennues-to be Borrow'd 
onely for the preſent Exigence, not Extorted. ; 
Be Heavn our =, 0m we mean him fair, 
And ſhortly will with Intereſt reſtore 
The Loan our ſuddain Streights make neceſſary. 
My Deſign was to engage the pitty of the Audience for him in 
his Pilreſſes, which T coud never have compaſs d had 1 not before 


ſhewn him a Wiſe, Attive and Juſt Prince. Detratting Language 


( if any where )) had been excuſable in the Mouths of the Conſpi- 
rators : part of whoſe Dialogue runs thus in Shakeſpear ; 
North, Now atore Heav'n tis ſhame ſuch Wrongs are born 
In lim a Royal Prince and many more 
Of noble Blood in this Declining Land : 
The King is not Himſelf, but baſely led 
By Flatterers, Oc. 
Rofſ. The Commons He has pild with grievous Taxes 
And loſt their Hearts, Sc. 
Will. And daily new ExaCtions are devisd | 
As Blanks, Benevolences, and I wot not what ; 
A 2 But 


North. War hath not waſted it, for warr'd he has not ; 
But baſely yielded upon Comprimize. 

That which his Anceſtours atchiev'd with Blows 
More has He ſpent.in Peace than they in War, &c. 
with much more villifying Talk ; but I wowd not allow even Tray. 
tors and Conſpirators thus to beſpatter the Perſon whom T defignd 
to place in the Love and Compaſſien of the Audience. Ev'n this 
very Scene (as I have manag'd it) though it fhew the Confederates 

to be Villains, yet it flings no Aſperfiot on my Prince. 

Further , to Vindicate evn his Magnanmimity in Regard of his 
Refrening the Crown , 1 have on purpoſe inſerted an intirely new 
Scene between him and his Queen, wherein his Condutt is ſufficiently 
excusd by the Malignancy of his Fortune , which argues indeed 
Extremity of Diſtreſs, but Nothing of Weakneſs. SOT" 

After this account it will be askt why this Play ſhou'd be ſuppreſt, 
firſt in its own Name, and after in Diſguiſe * All that I can anſwer 
to this, s, That it was Silenc'd on the Third Day. 7 confeſs, I ex- 
petted it wou'd have found Protettion from whence it receivd Pro- 
hibition ; and ſo queſtionleſs it wud, coud I have obtaind my 
Petition to have it perusd and dealt with according as the Con- 
tents Deſerv/d, but a poſitive Doom of Supprefion without Exami- 
nation was all that I cou'd procure. 

The Arbitrary Courtiers of the Reign here written, ſcarcely did 
more Violence to the Subjetts of their Time, thew I have done to 
Truth, in diſeuifng their foul Prattices. Take ev'n the Richard 
of Shakeſpear and Fiftory, you will find bjm Diffotute , Carele(s, 
and Vnadviſable : pernſe my Piiture of him and you will ſay, as 
Aneas did of Heftor , ( though the Fignre there was alter d for 
the Worſe and here for the Better ) Quantum mutatus ab illo ! 
And likewiſe for his chief Miniſters of State, F have laid Vertnes 
to their Charge of which they were not Gnitt y. Every Scene is 
fall of Reſpect to Majeſty and the dignity of Courts, mot one alter d 
Page but what breaths Loyalty, yet had this Play the hard for- 
tune to receive its Prohibition from Conrt. 

For the two days in which it was Atted, the Change of the Scene, 
Names of Perfons, &c. was a great Diſadvantage : . many things 
were by this means nn Hh obſente and — that in their 
native Dreſs had appear d not ovly proper but gracefull. F call'd4 
wy Perſons $icllinss FI night wes Give made Sl Inhabitants 
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of the Ile of Pines, or, World in the Moon, for whom an As: 
dience are like to have ſmall Concern. Tet I took care from the 
Beginning to adorn my Prince with ſuch heroick Vertwes, as after- 
wards made his diſtreſt Scenes of force to draw. Tears from the 
Spettators; which, how much more touching they would have been 
had the Scene been laid at Flome, let the Lal judge, The ad- 
ditional Comedy T judg'd neceſſary to help off the heavineſs of the 
Tale, which Deſign , Sir , you will not only Pardon, but Approve. 
1 have heard you —_ this Method in Stage writing, though 
leſs agreeable to ftricktneſs of Rule ; and I find your Chotce confirm d 
by our Laureat's laſt Piece, who confeſſes himſelf to , 

have broken a Rule for the Pleaſure of Variety. * The 6 f ”-=5y 
Audience ( ſays he ) are grown weary of melan- pc 
cholly- Scenes, and I date propheſic thar few Tra- ; 
gedies (except thoſe in Verſe) ſhalt ſacceed in rhis Age if they 
are not lightned with a cotrſe of Mirth. 

And now, Sir, I fear Thave tranſgreſt r00 far or your patience-. 
Diſtreſs was always Talkative : ' be plead f0 call to Mind your 
beloved Virgits Nightingall when rob d of her young. 

Qualis populea mcrens Philomela ſub Umbra, 

Amiſlos queritur Feetus, quos durus Arator 

Obſervans, Nido implumes detraxit; at Illa 

Flet notem,, ramoque ſedens, myſerabile Carmen: 

Integrat, - & maftis late 1odd Queſtibus implet. 
This Smile you know, Sir, is occafiond by Orpheus his lament ing; 
the Loſs of "ary" which the Mythologiſts expound the Fruit of 
his Labours. Tou find Virgil himſelf elſewhere condoling his Op- 
preſſion-by Ati. 4h are the Complaints of our Spencer defrau- 
ded by Cecill. With theſe, the melancholly Cowley joyns his 
Note ; and, as Mr. Flatrhan ſays, 'tis the Langaage of the whole 


Tribe. 
I heard *em Curſe their Stars in pondefous Rhymes, 
*\*, And Mgrave Numbers grumble at the Times. 
Poetry and Learning , evn in Petronius his time, was a barren: 
Province, when Villany of any ſort was.a thriving Trade. 
Qui Pelago credit magno, ſe fcenore tollit, 
_ Qui pugnat & Caſtra petit precingitur Auro;. 
is Adulator pico jacet Ebrius otro ; 
Fe qui ſollicitat Nuptas, ad pramia peccat:: 
Sola pruinoſis horret Facundza. pannis.. +- 
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1 he Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
| Or to'go a ſtep higher -in" Antiquity — | Bs 
| ; Qu#deſt, Catulle, quod moraris emor:! ? 
Sella in Curuli Struma Nonius fedet, © 
Quid eſt, Catulle, quod moraris emori ?- 
Ariſtotle himſelf. confeſſes Poetry a better School of Vertue than 
Philoſophy. Our own Sir Philip Sidney 's learn'd Defence of-it, is 
Demonſtration what rewards are due, and our late incomparable 
Author of Hudibras, is no leſs Demonſtration what returns are 
made to the beſt Maſters of it. Not Greece or Rome cay boaſt a 
Genius ke His ; yet after all, his Poverty was a greater Satyr 
on the Age than his Writings. | 
Once more, Sir, 1 beg your Pardon for digreſſing , and diſmiſs 
you to the following Poem, in which you will find ſome Maſter 
Touches of our Shakeſpear, that will Vie with the beſt . Roman 
Poets, that have ſo deſervedly your Veneration. If it yield you 
any Diverſion I have my Defire, who covet all Opportunities of 
ſhewing my ſelf gratefull for your Friendſhip to me, which I am 
proud of, and amongſt the many whom your ingenious and obliging 
Temper has devoted to you, there is none that more-prizes your 
Converſation , than | 


Your obliged Friend 
and bamble Servant; 


N. T ate. 
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O what a wretched: ſtate are Potts boxrn; 


Split on the Rocks of Envy or of Scorn ? 
Evan to the beſt the promisd Wreath's deny'd, 
And juſt Contempt attends on all befide, 
This one wou'd think ſhuu'd leſſen the Temptation, 
| But they are Potts by Predeſtination. 
The fatal Bait undaunted they perſu ; 
And claim the Laurel as their ' Labour's Dae. 
But where's the Uſe of Merit, or of Laws, 
When Ingnorance and Malice judge the Cauſe 2 
'Twaxt theſe, like Aſop's Husband , Potts fare; 
This pulls the: black and that the filver Fair, 
Till they have left the Potm bald and bare. 
Behold the dreadfull ſpot they ought to fear, 
Whole Loads of Poet-bane are ſcattered here. 
Where &er it lights the ſad Effetts we find, 
Tho on the —_ Hearts of Woman-kind. 


The Men ( whoſe Talents they themſebves miſtake, 


Or miſapply, for Contradittion fake.) 

Spight of their Stars muſt needs be Critiques ſtill, 
Nay, ,tho prohibited by th Iriſh Bill. 

Bleſt Age ! when all our Attions ſeem deſign d. 

To prove a War 'twixt Reaſon and Mankind.! 
Here an affetted Cocquet perks and prunes, 

Tho ſhe's below the Level of Lampoons, 

Venting her Fly-blown Charms till her Own Squire 
Is grown too nice and dainty to Admire. | 
There a pretending Fop ( a Man of: Note 

More for his thread-bare Feſt than Gawdy Coat ) 
Sees every Coxcomb's Mirth, yet wants the Senſe 
To know 'tis caus d by his Impertinence. 

Nor reſts the Mighty Grievance here alone ; 

For not content with Follys of our own, 

We plunder the fair Sex of what we can, 

Who ſeldom: miſs their dear _— on Man: 


Their property of Falſhood we invade, 
Whildhthey js our Mid-night Scouring Trade. 
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SONG for the thixd ACT. 


: 
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Love's Delights were paſt Expreſſing 
Codd cu 9H Sy 


"> oh = tis t 0 Ks ; 
ity "tis jo ſhort a 
Love” 's Delights were Sling, expreſſing | 
Coud our py Viftons laſt ; 
Tide's of Pleaſure in poſſeſſing : 
Sweetly Flow, but ſoon are paſt. 
Love's Delights, &c.. 


IT 


Calms in Love are fleeting Treaſare, 
Only Yijet and Away ; 
Haſty Bleſſing we enjoy, 


Tedious Hours of Grief we Meaſure - * . 
Calms in Love are ing Treaſure, | 
; Only Vifit and Away | 


Sighs and Tears ys -run the Pleaſure, 
Jealous Rage ſucceeds t 
Calms in Love, &c. 
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SONG 


For the Priſon SCENE in the laſt ACT, 


\ 
Etir.d from any Mortals fight 

the arr Sol is 
He bleft the diſcontented Night, 
And Curſt the Smiling Day. 

The tender ſharers of his Pain, 

His Flogks no longer Graze, 
we around the Swain 


Fle heard the Muſick of the Wood, 
And with a figh Reply'd, 
He ſaw the Fiſh ſport in the Flood, 
And wept a deeper Tyde. 
Tn vain the Summers Bloom came on, 
For ftill thc Drooping Swain, 
Like Autumn Winds was heard to Groan, 
Out-wept the Winters Raty. 


3- 
Seme Eaſe ( ſaid he) ſome Reſpite give | 


: , mighty Powrs, Ah wh 
Am re ck iftref to rays 
And yet forbid to Dye ? 
Such Accents from the Shepherd flew 
Whilſt on the Ground He lay ; 
At laſt ſo mw a Sigh he drew, 
As bore his Life away” 


by. 
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Thi Perſons Names ,together with thoſe sor 
which the Play was Acted. 


Ihg Richard, Oſwald. 

. Gaunt, Alcidore, 
'York, (leon. 
Bullin abrook, Portiger. 
Northumberland. Mogenes, 


Piercie. 
Roſs. p 
Willoughby. | 
i .=_- Carlile. 

bi Aumarl. 8 

; Exton. 


: 
| [ Queen, Aribell, 

| Dutchels of York. 
#3 Ladies, Gardiners, Souldiers, Meſſengers, Gnards, 
"14 Attendants. 
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Books newly Printed for R. Tonſon and J. Tonſon. 


The Spaniſh Fryer, or the. DouLle Diſcovery. Written by Mr. 
Dryden. 

Lucius Funius Brutus, Father: of his Country. A Tragedy, writ- 
ten by Mr. Zee. 

The Art of mating Love, or Rules for-the Conduttof Ladies arg. 
GeVants in their Amours, Price of each 1 5. 
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THE 


HIS TORY 
King Richard theIT 


——————— 


ACT I. 


SCENE a Chamber of State. King Richard, "7M of 
Gaunt, Northumberland, Piercie, Ros, Willoughby, 
with other Nobles and Attendants. 


King LD John of Gaunt time honourd Laxcaiter; 
Haſt thou according to thy Oath and Bond 
Brought hither Harry Herford thy bold Son, 
Here to make good th' lapeachinnd lately charg'd 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk Thomas Mowbray ? 
Gaunt. I have my Liege. 
King. Haſt thou moreover ſifted him to find 
It he "alb- the Duke on private malice ; 
Or worthily as a good Subject ſhou'd. 
Ganrt. As far as I can a him in the Buſineſs 
On ſome Apparent danger from the Duke 
Aim'd at your Highneſs, no Inveterate Malice / 
King. Then ſet'em in our preſence Face to Facez 
And Frowning, Brow to Brow, our felf will hear 
Th' Accuſer and the Accusd both freely ſpeak; 
High-Stomache are they both and in their Rage 
Deaf as ts ſtorming won; haſty as Fire, 
B 


BuB »g- 


Bulling-brook ad Mowbray from ſeveral Entrances. 


Bull. Now many years of happy day's befal 
My Erogious Soveraign my moſt honour'd Liege. 
. Each day exceeding th' others happineſs 
Till Heav'n in Jealouſie to Earth's ſucceſs 
Add an immortal Title to your Crown. 
King. Couſin of Herford what doſt thou obje& 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk Thomas Mowbray ? 
Bul. Firſt then be Heav'n the Record to my ſpeech., 
That in devotion to a Subjects love 
(Not on Suggeſtions of a private Hatred) 
Come I Appealant to this Princely preſence, -—. 
Now Thomas Mowbray do T turn to Thee, 
And mark my greeting well; for what I ſpeak 
My Body ſhall make muy upon this Earth, 
Or my divine Soul anſwer it in Heavn : 
Thouart a Trayter to the King and State, 
A foul Excrefcence of a Noble Stem ; 
Fo Heavn I ſpeak it, and by Heav'n 'tistrue, 
That thou-art Treaſon ſpotted, falle as Hell, 
And wiſh (fo pleaſe my Soveraign) ere we move, 
What my Tongne ſpeaks, my right drawn Sword may prov 
pt: Mom. Let not the coldneſs of my Language draw 
#4 , My Sovreign Liege your Cenſure on my Zeal, 
#4 "Tis not the Tryalof a Womans War, 
þy The ſenſeleſs clamour of contending Tongues 
q; Can arbitrate the Diffrence 'twixt us Two, 
The Blood is hot that muſt be cool'd for this: 
The Reverence of this Preſence curbs my ſpeech, 
That elſe had ſhot like Lightning and return'd 
"This charge of Treaſon, to the {landrers Throat : 
Set but a{ide his high Bloods Royalty, 
And let him be no Kin{-man to the King. 
Allow me this, and Bul/irg-brooks a Villain 5 
* Which to maintain I will allow him. odds, 
Purſue him bare-toot to the fartheſt North, 
Whoſe Chaſtiſement I tamely now forbear, 
Bull. White-liver'd Coward there I throw my Gage, 
Diſclauming my Relation to the King, 
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Which Fear, not Reverence make thee to objett ; 
If guilty Dread has left thee ſo much ſtrength, 
Stoop and take up forthwith my Honour's Pawn 
By that and all the Rightsof Knight-hood elſe 
1 will make good againlt thee Arm to Arm 
What I have ſaid, and Seal it with thy Soul. 
Mow. I ſeize it Herford as I wou'd ſeize Thee, 
And by the Sword 'thatlaid my Knight-hood on me 
Ill anſwer thee in any Knightly Tryal 
As hot inn Combate as thou art m Brawl. 
King. What dos our Coulenlay to Norfolk's Charge ? 
Bull. Firſt then I ſay (my Sword ſhall prove it-true) 
That Mow-bray has receiv'd eight thouſand Nobles 
In Name of Lendings for your Highneſs Service, 
All which for lewd Employments he detains 
Like a falſe Traytor and mjurious Villain ; 
Beſides I ſay and will in Combate prove, 
That all the Treafons, Plots, Confſpiractes 
Hatcht for theſe eighteen years within this Realm, 
Fetcht from falſe Mowbray their firſt Spring and Head : 
Farther I ſay, and on his Heart will prove it, 
That hedid Plot the Duke of Glofter's Death, 
Whoſe Martial Ghoſt to me for Vengeance cryes, + 
And by the glorious Worth of my Deſcent 
This Arm ſhall give it, or this Blood be ſpent. 
King. How high a Pitch hisReſolution Soars. 
Thomas of Norfolk what ſay\t thou to this ? 
Mow. O let my Sovraign turn away his Face 
And bid his Ear a little while be Deaf, 
TY I have told this ſlander of his Blood, 
How Heav'n and good men hate fo foul a Lyar. 
King. Now by our Sceptres Awe I tell thee Mowbray, 
Were he my Brother, nay my Kingdoms Heir, 
Our Blood ſhou'd nothing priviledge him, nor bend 
Our upright Soul from Juſtice. 
Mow. Then Bulling-brook as low as to thy Heart - 
Thou ly'ſt Three parts of my Receits for Calfice 
I have disburſt amongſt his Highneſs Souldiers3 
The Reſt I by the King's conſent reſervd 
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| And waſh the Poyſon of his Tongue away. 


And know our Wiſdom {hall preſcribe a way 


Since laſt I went to fetch the Queen from France. 
Firſt ſwallow down that Lye——for Glofter's Death 
I {lew him not, but rather to my fault 

Negle&ed my Sworn Duty in that Caſe, 
Compaſiion veing here all my Offence. 

And for the reſt of thy perfidious Charge, 

It Iflues from the rancour of a Villain, 

The flowing Gall of a degenerate Traytor, 


In proof of which I ſummon thee to Combate, 


Beſecching of his Majeſty the Grace : 
To my wrongd Fame trappoint our Tryal-day 
Where Herford's Blood ſhall for his {landers pay, 


King. Raſh men, thus long we have giv'n you the hearing, 
Now let the pleaſure of your King be heard; 


To purge this Choller without letting Blood, 

Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 

Gaunt, ſeethis difference end where it begun, 

Wee! calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your Son. 
Gaunt. To bea Peace-maker becomes my Age 

Throw down my Son the Duke of Norfolks Gage. 
King. And ſer throw down his. 

Gaunt. When Harry when ? 

Obedience bids, I ſhou'd nor bid again. 

King. Will Norfo/k when the King commands befſlow? 

;Mow. My ſelf dread Sov'raign at your feet I throw 3 
My. Life you may command, but not my Shame, 

I cannot give, nor will you ask my Fame 3 

I am Impeacht, diſgrac't before my King, 

Pierc't to the Soul with Slanders Venom'd Sting, 
Incurable but by the Traytor's Blood 

That breath'd the Poyſon. 

King. Rage muſt be withſtood 5 
Give me his Gage, Lyons make Leopards tame. 

Mow. Yes, but not change their Spots, take but my ſhame, 
And I reſign my Gage; my dear dread Lord, 
The pureſt Treaſure Mortal times afford 
E ſpotleſs honour; take but that away 
Men are but guilded Loam and painted Clay. 


King 
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King. Couſin, throw down his Gage, do you begin, 
Bull. Jaſt Heav'n defend me from ſo foul a ſin. 
Condemn not Sir your Blood to ſuch diſgrace! 
Shall I ſeem brav'd before my Father's Face ? 
No,Royal Sir, ere my Blaſpheaming Tongue 
Shall do my Loyalty ſo foul a wrong, 
Or ſound ſo baſe a Parle, by th' Roots Tle tear 
The (laviſh Herrald of fo vile a fear, 
And ſpit it bleeding where the worlſt diſgrace, 
And tlanders harbour, ev'nin Mowbray's face. 
King. Now by my Scepter you have wak't my ſpleen, 
And ſince we ſue 1n vain to make ye friends, 
Prepare to meet before us in the Liſts, 
You ſhall, and he that bauk's the Combat, dies. 
Behold me give your head-long fury Scope, 
Each to chaſtiſe the others guilty Pride. 
What Council cannot, let the Sword decide. [ Exennt.. 


SCENE the Second. 


Exter Dutcheſs of Gloceſter 7 Mourning. 


Dutch. How flow alas the hours of Sorrow fly, 
Whoſe Wings are dampt with Tears! my dear, dear Gloſter, 
I have more than a Widdows loſs to mourn, 
She but laments a Death; Þut I a Murder. [ Enter Gaunt. 
Gaunt. When Siſter will you find the way to comtort ? 
Dutch, When (34aunt has found the way to Vengeance, Comfort 
Before that hour were Guulty. 
Edwards ſeven Sons (whereot thy ſelf art one) 
Where as ſeven Violsof his facred Blood, 
Or ſeven fair Branches ſpringing from one Stock; 
Some of thoſe Streams by natures courſe are dry'd, 
Some of thoſe Branches by the Deſtimes cut; 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my Lite, my Gloſter, 
One flouriſhing Branch of that moſt Royal Stem, 
Is hew'd and all his verdant Leaves diſpertt;, 
By envies hand and Murders bloody Axe. 
Gannt. Siſter, the part I have in Gloiter's Blood, 
- Do's more ſollicite me than your exclaims, 
To ſtir againſt the Butchers of his lite; 
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But fince Revenge 1s Heav'ns Prerogative, 

Put we our Quarrel to the will of Heav'n. Enter York. 
ork. Saye ye Siſter —— very .hot! oh! hot weather and hot 

work : come Brother, the Lifts are ready;3: the Fight will be worth 

te while: beſides your concern there is fomewhat more than ordi- 

nary. I'taith now I cou d be content to have Harry ſcape; but for all 

thar I wou'd have the 'Traytor dic. 

aunt, Con'd my impartial eyebut find him ſuch, 

Fell Mow-bray's Sword ſhould come to late. 

Ditch, Where ſhall my Sorrows make their laſt complaint, 
It York deny me too ? 

York. What wou'd our Siſter? | 

Dutch, Revenge, and ſpecdy for my (zloiters death. 

Fork, Why there 'tis —— Revenge, ho! a fine morſel for a Lady 
faſting, Gloifer was my Brother, true-—— but Gloifer was a Tray- 
tor and that's true too ——- I hate a Traytor more than I love a 
Brother. | 

Ditch. A Traytor Yorke 

Tork. 'Tis ſomewhat a conrſe name for a Kinſman, but yet to 
my thinking, to raike an Army, execute Subjects, threaten the 
King himſelf, and reduce him to anſwer particulars, has a very 
{trong {match with it —— go too, you are 1n fault, your com- 
plaints are guilty 3 y our very Tears are Treaſon. Ng remedy but 
Patience. 

Dutch. Call it not patience, 194, tis cold deſpair, 

In ſuffering thus your Brother to beflaughterd, 

You ſhew the naked path to your own Lives 

Ah! had his fate been yours my Gloiter wou'd 

Have ſet a Nobler Prince upon your Lives. 
York, This Air grows infetious: will you go Brother. 
Dutch. But one word more, = ever wasa Talker, 

* But I will teach him filence 3 of you both 

I take eternal leave, Comforts wait on you 

When I am laid in Earth: to ſome dark Cell 

Will I betake me, where this weary Life 

Shall with the taper waſte: there ſhallT greet, 

No Viſitant but Death — adieu! my Lords! 

If this Farewell your Patience has abusd, | 

Think 'twas my laſt, and let it beexcusd. | [Exennt. 


SCENE 


King Richard the Second, 
, SCENE the Third. 
| A Pavilion of State before the Liits, 


Marſhal and Aumerle from ſeveral Entrances. 


Marſh. My Lord Aumerle is Harry Herford arm'd > 

Aum. Yes, at all points and longs to enterin, _ | 

Marſh. The Duke of Norfolk ſprightfully and bold 
Waits but the Summons of the Appealants Trumpet, 
But ſee, the King. | 
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Flouriſh, Enter, King , Queen attended, Gaunt, York, 
Pierce, Northumberland, &c. who place themſelves to 


view the Combat. Mowbray brought in by a Herald. 


King. Marſhal demand of yonder Combatant, 
Why he comes here, and orderly proceed 
To ſwear him in the juſtice of his cauſe. 


Marſh.1n the Kings nameſfay who thou art and what's thy Quarre? 


Speak truly on thy Knighthood and thy Oath, 
So Heav'n defend thee and thy Valour. 
Mow. Hither is Mowbray come upon his Oath, 
To juſtifie his Loyalty and truth, 
Againſt falſe Bul/zrgbrook that has appeal'd me, 
And asI truly fight defend me Heav'n. 
Trumpet again. Bullingbrook and Herald. 

King. Demand of yonder Knight why he comes here, 
And formally according to our Law, | 
Depoſe him m the juſtice of his Cauſe. 

| SMarh,. Thy name, and-wherefore thou art hither come 
Betore King Richard in his Royal Lifts, | 
Speak like a true Knight: ſo defend thee Heav'n, - 

Bull. Harry of Herford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Stands here 1n Arms to prove on 1homas Mowbray, 
That he's a Traytor to the King and State, | 
And as I truly tight detend me Heay'n. 

But firſt Lord Maya! I entreat the Grace 

To kiſs my Soveraigns hand and do him homage, 
For Mowbray and my fefare like to men 

That vow along and weary Pilgrimage, 
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Thercfore ſhou'd take a ceremonious leave 
And tender farewel of ourſeveral Friends, 
Marſh. Ti Appealant in all duly greets your Highneſs, 
Craving to kils your hand andtake hisleave. | 
King. We will deſcend and fould him in our Arms - - 
Now Couſin, as thy Cauſe is juſt, 
So be thy Fortune in this Royal Fights 
Farewel my Blood, whichif thou chance to ſhed, 
Lament we may, but not revenge the dead. 
Bull. No noble eye be ſeen to looſea Tear 
On me if T be foil d by Mowbrays Arm ; 4 
As confident as 1s the Faulcon's flight 
At tim'rous Birds do I with Mowbray fight. 
O thou the gen'rous Author of my Blood, [To Gaunt. 
Whoſe youthful Spirit entlames and lifts me up 
To reach at Victory above my Head, 
Add proof to this my Armour with thy Pray'rs, 
And with thy Bleſſings point my vengeful Sword 
' To furbiſh new thilluſtrious name of Caurt, 
Mow. However Heaven or Fortune caſt my Lot, 


There lives or dies a juſt and loyal man : 
Never did wretched Captive greet the hour 
Offreedom with more welcome or delight 
Than my tranſported foul do's celebrate 
This Feaſt of battle — Bleſlings on my King, 
And peace on all. | 
King. Farewell my Lord, 
Virtue and Valour guard thee: Murſh4l finiſh. 
Marſh. Harry of Herford, Lancaiter and Derby, - 
Receive thy Sword and Heav'a detend thy Right, 
Fear this to Mowbray. 
Mow. Curſe on your tedious Ceremomes, more 
To us tormenting then texpetting Bridegrooms. 
The ſignal for Heav'ns ſake. . 
Marſh. Sound Trumpets, and ſet forward Combatants. 
Stay, ſtay, the King has thrown his Warder down. : 
King. Command the Knights once more back to their Poſts, 
And let the Trumpets ſound aſccond charge, 


Whilſt with our Lords we brictly do adviſe. 
Another 
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Command'em to reſigne their Arms, and liſten 

To what we with our Council have Decreed, 

For that our Eyes deteſt the ſpettacle 

Of Civil Wounds, from whence the dire infetion 
Of general War may ſpring, we bar your Combat, 
Suppreſs thoſe Arms that from our Coaſt wow'd fright 
Fair Peace, and make us wade in Kinfmen's Blood : 
And leſt your Neighbour-hood caule atter-broils, 
We baniſh you our Realms to different Climes, 

You Bu//ingbrook on pain of Death, 

Till twice five Summers have enircht our Fields. 

Bul/, And muſt this be your Pleafure? well! 
Your pleaſure ſtand, 'twilt be my comfort ſtill, 

The Sun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me 
And guild my Baniſhment. | 

King. Mowbray for thee remainsa heavier doom, 
The {low ſucceeding hours ſhall not determine 
The dateleſs limit of thy dear exile, 

The hopeleſs word of never to return, 
Breath we againſt thee upon pain of Death. 

Mow. A heavy Sentence my moſt Sov'raign Lord, 
The Language I have learnt theſe Forty years, 2 
My native Engliſh maſt I now forgo? 

I am too old to fawn ypon a Nurſe, . 
And learn the Prattle of a forraign tongue. 

What is thy Sentence then, but ſpeechleſs Death ? 
You take thecruelſt way to rob my Breath. 

King. Complaint comes all too late where we decree. 

Mow. Then thusI turn me from my Countries light, 
Pleas'd with my toom becauſe it pleas d the King, 
Farewell my Lord, now Mowbray cannot ſtray, 

Let me ſhun Ergland, all the worlds my way. 

| King. Return again and take an Oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royal Sword your baniſht Hands, 
Swear by the duty that you owe to Heavn 
Nere to embrace each others love in Baniſhment, 
Nor ever met, nor write to reconcile 
This lowring tempeſt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor Plot to turn the edge of 2 Revenge, 
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On Us, ourState, our Subjefts and our Land. 
Bull. I Swear. | 
Mow. And I to keep all this ! 

Bull. By this time Mowbray, had the King permitted, 

One of our Souls had wandered in the Air, 

As now our fleſh is doomd on Earth to wander, 

Confeſs thy Treafon ere thoufly the Land ; 

Since thou haſt far to go, bear not along 

Th'incumbring Burden of a guilty Soul. 

Mow. No Bullingbrook, if ever I were falſe, 

Let Heav'n renounce me as my Country has; 

But what thou art, Heav'n , Thou and I do know, 

And all (my heart forbodes) too ſoon ſhall rue. 

My abſence then ſhall yet this comfort bring, 

Not to behold the Troubles of my King. 

King. Uncle within thy wing Have Eyes TI read 

Thy hearts fell ſorrow, and that troubled Look, 

Has from the number of his Baniſht years 

Pluckt four away 3 Six frozen Winters ſpent, 

Return with welcome from thy Banifhment. 

Gaunt, Ithank my Liege, thatin regard to me, 

He cuts off four years from my Sons exile, 

But ſmall advantage (ballI reap thereby, 

Forere thoſe {low (ix years can-change their Moons, 

My inch of Taper will be ſpent and done, 

Nor Gaunt have life to welkcom home his on. 
King- Deſpair not Uncle, you have long to-live. 
Gant. But not a Minute K7-g that thou cagſt give. 
King. Thy Son was bahiſht upon advice, 

To which thy Tongue a party —- Verdict gave, 
Gannt. My intereſt I{ubmitted to your Wull, 

You urgd me like a Judge, and I torgot - 

A Father's Name, and like a ſ{trift Judge doom'd Him. 

Alas I look'd when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 

I was too ſtrict to make my Own away ! 

' But all gave leave to my unwilling Tongue, 

To domy ag\d heart this unnatural wrong, 
King. Now for the Rebels that hold out in Ireland, 

And turn our mild forbearance to contempt, 


Excſh forces muſt be levid with beſt ſpecd, 
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Ere farther leiſure yield them further ſtrength, 
We will our ſelf in perſon to this War, 
And quench this flame before it ſpread too far. 
Ex. with Attendantr. 
Gaunt. Oto what purpoſe doſt thou hoard thy words, 
When thou ſhouldſt breath dear farewels to thy Friends 
That round thee, all like (ilent Mourners gaze. 
Bull. They will not cenſure me whole ſcanty time 
And breaths too hittle to take leave of you, 
My dear Companions you have known my Heart 
Too long, to doubt it ona ſilent grief — 
Ha! by my ſwelling blood my Fa. her's pale! | W. 
How fare's your honour? good my Lords your hands, 
Gant. I teel a had like Death, and hope 
Itis no counterfeit—— All ſhall be well - 
Bull. By Heav'n it ſhall-— I feel my veins work high, 
And conſcious glory kindling in my breſt, | 
Inſpires a Thought to vaſt to be expreſt 5 
Where this diſgrace will end the Heav'ns can tell, 
And Herford's Soul divines, that 'twill be well! 
A Beam of royal ſplendor ſtrikes my Eye, 
Before my charm'd fight, Crowns and Scepters fly 3 
The minutes big with Fate, too {lowly run, 
But haſty Bu/irgbrook ſhall puſh'em on. [Ex, 


The End of the Firſt Act. 
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A Chamber. 


Gaunt Sick, to him York. 
York. 7 
Ow Brother, what cheer ? ; 
Gannt. Why well, 'tis with me- as old Gaurt cou'd wiſh 
York. What, Harry ſticks with you ſtill 3 well-I hear he's ſafe n 
France and very bule. ; 


Gaunt. My Blood were never Idle. | 
4 C 2 Tork; 


King Richard the Second. IL 
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York. I fear too buſie'; core, he's a parloas Boy, THhinell acon- 
fed racy betwixt him and his Companions here, Miſchief will come 
ont, cut him off I ſay; Let him be Kites-meat —I would hang 
a Son, to kill a Traytor. | 

Gannt. Go fleep good York and wake with better thoughts. 

Tork. Heav'n grant we fleep not all 'till Alarums wake vs. 

I tell you Brother Ilik'd not the manner of his departure, *twas the 
very {ſmooth ſmiling Face of Infant Rebellion ; with what famyiar 
Courteſie did he careſs the Rabble? 7 

What reverence dy] he throw away on'Slaves ? 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyſterwench, 

A Brace of Dray-men bid God ſpeed him well 

And had the Tribute of his ſupple knee, 

Then ſhakes a Shoo-maker þy the waxt Thumbs, 

With thanks my Country-men, 'my Friends, my Brothers, 

Then comes a Peal'of fighs- wou'd knocka Church down, 
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74unt. My ſickneſs grows upon” me, ſet me higher. 

York. Villany takes 1ts time, all'goes worſe and worſe in Irelad, 
Rebellion 1s there on the Wing, and here in the Egg 4 yet ſtill 
the Court dances after the-'Frexeh Pipe, Eternal Apes ' of Vanity : 
Mutiny ſtirring, Diſcipline -atleep, Knaves 'in 'Ofhce, all's wrong ; 
make much of your Sickneſs Brother : if it be Mortal, tis worth a 


Ditke-dome. | 


Gaunt. How happy Heav'n were my approaching death 
Cou'd my laſt words prevail upon the *King, 
Whoſe caſte gentle Nature has exposd 
His unexpericncd Youth to flatterers frauds 5 
Yet at this hour, I hopeto bend his Ear 
To Councel, for the Toagues of .dying men ; 
Enforce attention like deep Harmony: : 
Where words are ſcarce, th'are ſeldom ſpent in Vain, 
For they breath Truth, that breath their Words in Pain. 


_ Enter King, Queen, Northumberland, Roſs, Willoughby, 
Piercye, &c. With Guards and Attendants. 


- my How fares 'our Noble Uncle Lancaifer ? 
ing. How ist with aged Gant ? 

Gaunt. Agdasyour Hightitſs ſays, and Gant indeed, a 
| aunt 
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Gaunt, asa Grave whoſe Womb- holds nonght /but Bones, 
King. Can ſick men play fo nicely with -their Names? 
Gannt. Since thou doſt ſeek to kill. my Name in me, 

I mock my Name great King to, flatter, thee. ; 
King. Should dying men then, flatter thale that Live? 
Gaunt. No, no, M1 living, flatter thoſe that dye. | 
King. Thou now a dying ſayſt, thou flatterſt me. 
Gaunt. Oh ! no, Thou dyelt though I the ſicker am, 
King. I am in-health breath, free but ſee thee 111 
Gaunt. Now he that made me knows/1 ſee thee ill.” 

Thy death-bed is no leſs than the whole Land, 

Whereon thou ly'ſtin Reputation fick, | 

Yet hurrid on by a malignant fate 

Commit'lt thy annoynted .Body tothe Cure 

Of thoſe Phyſitians that. firſt Poyſon'd thee | 

Upon thy Youth a Swarm of flatterers hang 

And with thair fulſlome weight are daily found 

To bend thy yielding Glories tothe ground. 

__ Kang. Judge Heavn how. poor a thing is Majeſty, 

Be thou thy felt the Judge, when thou ſick Wight 

Prefuming on an Agues Praviledge 

Dar't with thy Frozen admonition, 

Make pale our Cheek, but I excuſe thy weakneſs. 

Gaunt. Think not the-Ryot of your. Court can laſt, 

Tho fed with the dear Lite'blood of your Realms 

- For vanity\at laſt-preys of it (elf | 

This-Earth'of Majeſty, this ſeat-of Mars, ; 

This Fortreſs built by Nature in the Floods, 

Whoſe Rocky ſhores beat back the foaming Sedge, 

- This England Conqu'roup ot the Netghbring Lands, 
ſakes now a (hametul Conquelt; on -1t {clt 

York. Now will I'{take (my-Liege) my: Soul. upon't; 
Old Gant is hearty in his withes for you, 
And what he ſpeaks, 1s out of honeſt Zeal, 
And tho thy Angerpraye to:me as Mortal, 
As is to him this ſwknef$, ;-yet-blunt, Jork, 
Muſt Eccho to his words and cry, :' - 
Thou art abus'd and :flatter'd. 

King. Gentle Uncle, _. 
Prxculerhelalliesof my youthinl. Blood, 
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I know yare Loyal bothhd mean us well 
Nor ſhalt we beunmindfitl/to redreſs, L520 


 ( However ditheult) our States corruption, 


And purge the Vanities that Crown'd our Court. | 
 Gamnit. My gracious Liege your Pardon, this bold duty, 

Was all that ſtood berwixt-my Grave and te; - 

Your $ycophants bred from your Child-hood with you, 

Have ſuch advantage had to work upon you, 

That ſcarce your failings can becall'd your faults; 

Now to Heav'ns care and your own Piety, 

T leave my ſacred Lord, and may-you have 

Inlite that peace that waits me 1n the Grave. 

King. Thanks my good Uncle, bear him to his Bed, [ Exit Gant. 
Attend him well, and if a Princes Prayers | 
Have more than common intereſt-with Heav'n, 

Our Realm ſhall yet enjoy his honeſt Councel. 
And now my Souldiers for our Triſh Wars, 

We mult ſuppreſs theſe rough prevailing Kerns, 
That hve hike Venom, where no Venom elfe 
But only they have priviledg to live. 


- But firſt our Uncle Gaunt being indifſposd, 


We do create his Brother both in Blood 
And Loyalty our Uncle Tork, 
Lord Governour of England, in our abſence 
Obſerve me Lords, and pay him that reſpe& 
You give our Royal Preſence. [Enter Northumberland. . 
vorth. My Liege old Gaunt commends him to your Highnels. 
King. What ſays our Uncle ? ; 
North. Nothing 3 all is faid. . 
His Tongue is now a ſtringleſs inſtrument, 
But call'd on your lov'd name and bleſt you/dying, 
King. The ripeſt frait falls firſt and ſo doe's He, 
His courſe is done, our Pilgrimage to come, 
So much for that 3 return we to our War - 


* And cauſe our Coffers with too: great a Court 1. "up" 


And liberal Largeſs, are grown ſomewhat Light: . .; 
Preſt with this exigence, we for a time 7 err 
Do ſeize on our dead Uncles large Revenues 
In Herford's abſence. | | | 
Tork, O my Liege pardon 'me if you/ pleaſe; if not, I: pleaſe not 
| to 


King Richard the Second. 
to be-pardon'd, ſpare to ſeize the Royalties and Rights of baniſht 
Herford, 1 fear already he's too apt rengage hci your Power, 
and theſe proceedings will give countenance and growth to his 
Deſigns, forbear to draw ſuch Dangers on your Head, 
ing. Be Heav'n our judge we mean him nothing fowl 
But ſhortly will with intereſt reſtore | 
The Loan our ſudden ſtreights make neceſſary. ——— 
Weep not my Love nor drown with boding Tears, 
Our ſpringing Conqueſt, bear gurabſence well, 
Nor think that I have joy to part with Thee, 
Tho never vacant Swain in ſilent Bowers, 
Cou'd boaſt a paſſion ſo ſincere as mine, 
Yet where the int re{t of the Subje& calls, 
We wave thedeareſt Tranſports of. our Love 
Flying from Beauty' Arms to rugged War 3 
Conſcience our firſt, and Thou our ſecond Care. [Exeurt. 


Manent, Morthumberland, Piercy, Roſs, Willoughby. 


North. Well Lords, the Duke of ].ancaiter is dead. 
Will. And living too if Juſtice had her right, 
For Herford then were more than a bare Name, 
Who now ſucceeds departed Gaxzt in nothing, 
But in his mind's rich Virtues, the Kings pleasd 
To have occaſion for his temporal wealth / 
O my heart ſwells, but let it burſt with filence, 
Ere it be disburden'd with a liberal tongue. 
Perc. Novv rot the tongue that ſcants a Subje&s freedom, 
' Loofers atleaſt are priviledgd to talk, 
And who accounts not Herfords lools his own 
Delſerves not the eſteem of Herford's friend. 
There's none of us here preſent but did weep 
At parting, and if there be any one 
Whole tears are not converted now to fire 
He isa Crocadlle. 
North. The fate of Bullingbrook will ſoon be ours, 
We hear the Tempeſt (ing yet ſeek no ſhelter, 
We ſce our wreck and yet ſecurely periſh, 
A ſure, but willtul Fate—tfor had ye Spirits 
But worthy to receive it, I cou'd fay 
How near the tidingsof our comtort is. 
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- . Prerc., Give ns. thy thoughtsand rate 'em as thou wilt, 
Here's Blood/torem, but point asto the veitts/- SONOEOE 
That holdrhe richett, we-wilt empty thoſe, 974 9407 NE 
To purchaſe 'em. 
North. Hold generous Youth. 
This gallantry unlocks my 1nmoſt Breſt, 
Se1zing a ſecret dearer than my heart. 
Attend me Lords, I have from Port te Blanc 
This very day receivd mreJhgence; | 
That our wrong'd Herford with Lord - Razmold Cobhan, 
Sir Thomas Arpinghare, bold Sir Fohax Rainsbon, 
S.r Robert Waterton, Yuaint, Notbery, 
With <1ght tall Ships, three*thoufand men in Arms, 
Dcſign with ſpecd to touch our Northern ſhore, 
It then you havea ſpark of Britiſh glory, 
To imp our drooptag Countries broken Wing, 
Joyn hands with me and poſt to Raverſpurg. 
Roſs. Now bufinefs ſtirs and life ts worth our while. 
IV//. Nature her ſelfof late hath broke her Order, 
Then why ſhould we continue our dull Round? 
Rivers themſelves refuſe their wonted courſe, 
Start wide or turn on their own: Fouritamn heads; 
Our Lawrels all are blaſted, rambling Meteors 
Aiiright the fix{t inhabitants of Heavin; + 
The pale fac't Moon looks bloody on the Earth, 
And lean-lookt Prophets whisper dreadful change. 
Pierc. Away, let's poſt to th' North, and feefbr once 
A Sun rile there; the glorious Bulling-brook, 
For our Return will not paſs a thought, 
Forif our Courtiers paſſage be with{tood, 
We'll make our ſelves a. Sea and fail in Blood, [Exennt. 


Emter Queen Attended. 


Lady. Deſpair not Madam. 

Cueen. Who ſhall hinder me? 

Twill deſpair and be at enmity, 

With flattering hope, he1s a Couzener, 

A Paraſite, a keeper back of Death, 

That wou'd diſlolve at once our pain and Life, 


Which lingring hope holds long upon the Rack; 


EO As, 
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Yet Murders at the laſtthe cryel'ſt way.” P 
Lady. Here comes the Duke. [ Eter York ard Servants. 
Yuecen. With figns of War about his aged neck, 
And tall of earl buſineſs are his looks; | 
Tork, Death and confution! oh !—— ſet my Corfleet right, fetch 
my commanding Sword : ſcour 'up the brown Bills,” Arm; Arm, 
rm. 
Zneen. Now Uncle for Heav'ns ſakeſpeak comfort. 
, York, Comforts mHeav'n, and weare on the Earth,;nothing but . 
croſſes on this{ide of the Moon 5 my heart ſtews. in Choller, -I ſhall 
diſſolve to a Gelly. That your Husband ſhou'd have no more wit 
than to go a Knight Erranting whilſt Rogues ſeize all at home, and 
that1 ſhou'd have no more wit than to be his Deputy at ſuch a proper 
time; to undertake to ſupport a, crazy Government, that can 
ſcarce carry my own Fat :* Well'87#rab, have you given my'Son 
orders to ſtrengthen his Forces? if he prove a Flincher too.—— 
Gent. My Lord I know not how he ſtands affe&ed, 
Not well, I tear, becauſe at my Arrival _ 
He was withdrawn, at leaſt pretended fo 
So that I cou'd not give him your Commands, LI 
Pork. Why fo? go all which way itwill, the Nobles are all fled, 
and hide themſelves hke my ungracious Raſcal, or elfe ſtrike in 
with the Rebels ; the Commons find our Exchequer empty and 
revolt too, and a bleſſed bargam T have ont. © - Were” 
Queen, Alaſs my Bank and Jewels are diſpos'd off 
For. the Kings wants already, and to wait 
Till freſh recruits come from our Fathers Court, 
I fear will loſe our Cauſe. 
York. Get thee to Plaſhy to my Siſter Gloiex, 
Her Coffers I am ſure are ſtrongly lind; ' / 
Bid her ſend me preſently 50000. Nobles. | | 
Hold —— take my Ring, fly if thouloviſt thy Head. _ 
Gent. My Lord I had forgot totell you that to day APTN 
Paſling by there I'was inform'd —— + | ; 2643 
But I ſhall grieve you'to report the relt. - - 
Tork. What 1st Knave 3+ © (-/ | 
Gent. An hour before I came the Dutches Dy'd, 
Her Son your Nephew ere her Blood was cold, ' 
Makes all ſecure and flies to Bul/zrgbrook. | | | 
. Tork. Death Whir a-ride of TO ITOI us at once, _ 
uw" 149 | verie 
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verſe Woman'to take this time to Die in, and the varilet her Son 
too to takethis time to play the villain in : wou'd to Heay'n the 
King had cut off my Head as he did my Brothers, Come Sifter 
———Couzen I would fay, pray Pardon me, if I know how toor- 
der theſe perplext Afﬀairs, | am a Sturgeon. Gentlemen go Mu- 
ſter up your Men, and meet me at Barkley Caſtle. I ſhould to 
Plafhie too, but time will not ſuffer; the Wind's croſs too, and 
will let us hear nothing from Ireland, nor boots it much, ifthey 
have no better News for us, than we have for them. All's wrong, 
Oh! fie, hot ! hoe !  {Exenunt. 


SCENE the Third. 
The Field, Flouriſh Enter. 
Bullingbrooks, Northamberland , Piercy , and the Reit with 


their Powers. 


Bull. And thus like Seamen, ſcatter'd in a Storm 
Meet we to Revel on the fafer Shore ; 
Accept my worthy Friends, my deareſt thanks, 
For yet amy Infant Fortunes can preſent 
Returns no Richer but-when theſe are Ripe, —— 
North. Your Prelence was the Happinels we ligh'd for, 
And now made Rich ithat weſeck no more. 


Enter Roſs, and Willoughby. 
Bull. My Lords, yarewell Tteturn'd, what News from IVa/es, 
We hear that Salisbury has Levid there - 
Full 40000 on the Kings behalt. 
Roſe. My Lord, that Cloyd's diſperſt, the Welſhmen heasin 
That all the North here had refigad to you, 
Diſperſt themſclves and -part are hither. fled. 
Wit. Fortune ſo Labours to Conkem your Pow's 
Thar all Attempts go croſs on the Eneanes (ide. 
Enter York aud Servants, 
Bull. But ſee our Uncle York, come as I gue 
To Treat with us, being doubtful of his ſtrength, 
His hot and teſtie humour elſe'wou'd nere 
Salute us but with Blows; be ready Guazds | 
When I fhajl give Command—— My Nobic Uaclh. 


042, 
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York, Shew me thy humble Heart and not thy Knee, 
Whoſe Duty's feignd and falle. E 
Bul. My Gracious Uncle. ? 

Tork. Tut, tur, Grace me noGrace, and Uncle meno 
I am no Traytors Uncle, I renounce thee, 
Why have theſe baniſht and forbidden Feeer 
Dard once to toucha Duſt of Engliſh ground, 
But more then why, why have t Bard to marck 
So many Miles upon her Peaceful | 
Frighting her pale-fact Villages with War? 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th'annointed King is hence, 
Why graceleſs Boy the King is left behind 
Andin my Loyal Boſom lies the Power : 
Were I but now the Lord of ſuch hot Youth, 
As when brave Gavrt thy Father and my Self 
Reſcu'd the Black Prince, that young Mars of Men, 
O then how quickly ſhould this Arm of mine, 
(Now Prisner to the Palfie ) Chaſtiſe thee, 
And this raw Crew of hot-braind Youth about thee ? 
Your Boys ſhould have Corre&ion, much Correftion. 
Bull. Why reverend Uncle, let me know my fault 
On what Condition ſtands it and wherein? 
York, Even in Condition of the worſt Degree, 
In groſs Rebellion and deteſted Treafon, 
Thou art a Baniſhe Man and here art come, 
Before the Expiration of thy time, 
In braving Arms againſt thy Sovereign. 
Bull. As 1 was Baniſht, I was Banifht Herford, 
But as I come I come 'for Lancaſter, 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent Eye, 
Youare my Father, for methinks in you, 
I ſee Old Gaunt Alive : O then my Father 
Will you permit that 1 fhall ftand Condemnd 
A wandring Vagabond, my Rights and Royalties 
Snatcht from-my Hand perfarce and giv'n away 
.. up Unthrifts? jy rd _ : mo | 
If that my Couſen King, ing. of Englar 
It mull bs gratzedft 6 Diks of CASEY, 
Tork. Thy words are all as falſe as thy Intents, 
The King but for the Serviceof » State, 
| 2 
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Has Borrow'd thy Revenue for a/time, 
And Pawn'd to me his Honour to repay it, 
Which I as Gaunt Executonr allow'd. 
Bull. Then Uncle Lamſorry yow have drawn the Guilt on, your 
own head, and that of Courſe Juſtice muſt fall there too; we muſt 
Commit you to our Guards Cuſtody. | 
Tork. Perfidious Vullain, 
Now he that has a Soul give me a- Sword ! 
And ſince my Followers,are too few-to Engage, 
Give but this Villain here and me a Ring, 
And it you donot ſeea Traytor Cudgell'd, 
As a Vile Traytor ſhould, Ill give ye leave 
To hang my Brawn 1th' Sun. | 
North The Duke has fworn he comes but for his own, 
And in that Claim we all refolve to Afliſt him. 
York. What fays Northumberland ? thou rev'rend Rebe), 
Think what a Figure makes thy Beard amongſt 
This Callow Crew ; allow that he were wrong'd, 
As on the Kings Faith and. mine he 1s not, 
Yet in this kind to come with threatning. Arms, 
To Compaſs right with wrong, - it may not bez 
And you that do abet himin this fort 
From the hoard Head to the raw beaxdleſs Chin, 
Cheriſh Rebellion, and are. Rebels all. | 
Bull. We have not kifure to debate; ſtrike Drums. 
Tork. Now the Villains Curſe light on thee, and it thou doft 
ſeize the Crown, mayſt thou be” more Plagud with being King, 
than I am with being Deputy. L-intiined 26a, 


SCENE the Fourth. +. 
Eztcr Rabble] A Shoomaker, Fagrier,: Weaver, .Tanner, Mercer. 
Brewer, Butcher, Barber, and ;infrite others, with 
« Confuſed. Noiſe. 1, | TM | 


r. Silence hea ! I Revelation Stitch Command Silence. 
AP, Peace hoa ! 
1. Am TI not Nobly.Deſcended .and Honourably Born ? 
2. Right, the Fidd 1s Honourable, and there was. he Born. un- 
der a Hedge. "Bay" | | 
1 r. Have 
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1.. Have. 1 not born Commiſſion-with Watt Tyler (witneſs our 
luminary loſt in that Service) and was I not preſident at Fack. 
Straw's Councel, to kill all the Nobility and Cler but the 
Fryers mendicant, 'that' un our Reny wou'd ſoon have ſtarv'd 
outwo'th way ?. 

/. Hum! hum! hem! 

1, What place then do our guifts deſere atfuch a ſeaſon, where 
the temporal King' is abſent and Ufurpers invade? 

2. Why, it behoveth theeto take unto theea good Conſcience, 
and make thy felt King, 

I. Simon Shuttle, T never lik't thy Politicks, our meaneſt Bre- 
thren pretend to the ſpirit of Governing, our Talent is to go- 
vern the Governour 3 therefore as By bngbrook ſhall approve 
himſelf to our liking, we. will fix him upon the laſt of the Go- 
vernment, or caſt him out amongſt the ſbreds and ſhavings of 
the Common-wealth, 

4. But pray Neighbour, what is this ſame Common- wealth ? 

3. You mayſee it at Swithfeld all the Fair-time, is the Burt End '. 
of the Nation. 

5. Peace, hea ! hear. Maſter Rewelatior exponnd 1 it, 

1. Why the Common-wealth is a-Kin to your-x-republick, like 
Man and Wite, the very ſame thing, only the Common-wealth ts 
the Common-wealth and the Republick is the Republick. . 

2. What ancxccllent Spirit of knowledge 1s here? 

3. Weel have no more Bills nor Bonds, but all ſhall be reduc't 
to the Score and Tally. 

4. No Phyſick, but what ſhall beadminiſter'd ina Horn; 

5. Wel have Priviledges taken off, and all forts compelld to pay 
their Debts. 

7. I except againſt that, I would rather break, than have gentle- 
men out of my debt; it gives us priviledg of being Sawcy : how 
are wefain tocringe 'till we have got them into our Bookeand thersT 
warrant we.can.cock up with the beſt of "em. © I hate mortally to 
be paid off, it makes a man fucha ſneaking Raſcal. 

1. We will have ſ{trit and wholfom Laws- | 

6. Laws, Strict Laws, fo will there be no miſchief done, and our 
Profeſſion ſtarve. Ill ha' no Laws. 

Others; no_ Laws, no Laws, no Laws. 

Others, Laws, Laws, Laws. They Scuſfte. 


I. Hark, Bullingbrook, approaches, put your ſclves mnipoſture, 
and 
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_ and Sow-gelder, wind me a ſtrong Blaft to recurn their Comple- 


meat. 


Flonrifo here.” Enter Bullmgbrook with his Army. 
North. Bchold my Lord an Object ſtrange and ſuddain, ® 
The Rabble up in Arms to mock your pow's, 
As once the Indian:Apes are ſaid to have done © 
To Alexander's Army. 
Pierc. Death my Lord. 
Permit me play for once the Scavinger, 
And {weep this Dirt out of your way. 
Bull. Gently my valiant Piercy. 
Rage 1s the proper weapan of theſe Bruits, | 
With which 'tis odds, they foil us, Reinſtor go to'em, 
Beſpeak 'em fair, and know what causd this Tumult. 
1. Oh anenvoy ! know othim his Quality. 
4. 'FisSir John Raiuftox,T have wrought for him. 
1. Down on thy knee; now (becauſe we will obſerve Decarums 
of State) riſe up Six John Drench and Treat with him. 
Bull. Hold Rain on, we will treat with'em in perſon, 
For in their looks I read a ſober judgment, 
All carcfull topreſerve the publick wea), 
Chiefly this awful man, to whoſe grave Cenfure 
We do refer the juſtice of our Arms. 
2. Goodly! whata gracious perſon he is. 
Bull. 1 weep for joy, to fee ſo bravea ſpirit, 
So jealons of your Liberty and Rights. 
Truſt me my Countrymen, my Friends, ty Brothers, 
"Tis worthy ofthe famethe world affords you, 
And that curſt Limb that ſtirsagainſt yqur Priviledges, 
Why, let it Rot, tho' it were this right hand. 
AIL. A Brullinghrook! a Bullingbraok! &c. 
Bull. Miſtake not my dear Countrymen our purpoſe, 
You think perhaps cauſe we are now arriv'd, 
With formal Arms, in abſence of the King, 
That we take this occaſion to Ulſurp, : 
Alas we harbour no ſuch foul deſign. : 
it. How's that? not uſurp? hear ye that Neighbours? {he refu- 
fes to Uſurp. 
Others, all on then, hc is not for our turn, down with him. £ 
| I. Sir 


x. Sir, we ſhall give you to-underftand that we want a Ufſurper, 
46d © mpncalih rating you 20 0 Fromm and ſo we pat our 
ſelvesin Battail array. ; 

Bull, Yethear me——what you mean by Uſurpation, 

I may miſtake, and beg to be informd. 

IF it be only to aſcend the Throne, 

To ſee that juſtice hasa hberal courſe, 

In needful Wars to lead you forth to: Conqueſt, 
And then diſmiſs youladen home with Spoils ; 
If you mean this , I am at your diſpoſal, 

And for your t am content to take 

The burden of the State upon my hands. 

All, A Bullingbrook, a Bullingbrook, &c. | 

1. One word of caution Friend,be not Chicken-hearted.but pluck 
up a Spirit for the work before thee zit was revealed to me that now 
there ſhould ariſe a Son of Thunder, a ſecond Tyler —-— and Iam 
reſolvd the viſion ſhall not 'Liez therefore I ſay again pluck up a 
_ otherwiſe I ſhall diſcharge. my Confſeience and- uſurp my 
Se] | | 
Bull. Friends think me not made of ſuch cafie phlegm, 

That I can timely pocket wrongs; if ſo 

Why come thus in Arms to ſock my Right? 
No irs, to give you proof that Bul/irgbrook, 

Can do bold juſtice, here ſtands one Example: 
This bold preſumer that dares call in queſtion, 
The courage of the Man you.choole for King, 
Shall die for his Offence, Guards hang him up. 

1. Why Neighbours will ye thus give.up your Light? who ſhall 
reveal to ye, to fave you the Poyſon of the Whore and the 
Horns of the..Reaſt. EY Miemnuf hielo | 

2. He had no Viſion to foretel this, therefore deſerves Hanging 
for being a falſe Prophet. | | 

Bull. Thus as a Raaber, juſtice bids me doom, 

But for my private pave/I weep to think - 
That Blood ſhou'd be the yr Rogn. ' 

4. Good Prinee he weeps for bin! Neighbour Revc/2tor de- 
part in peace. For thy honour it will be recorded that BuYrirgbr09% 
was Crown'd and thou hang'd'all on a Day. ; 

1. What a ſpirit-of deluſion 'has' ſerr'd ye? why thus will this 
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ray nous Storck devour:ye al? do,do;delivermero the Gibbet,end | 
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let the next turn =: yours,: thus ſball theſe Nobility Raſcals hold 
you in Slavery, ſeize your Houles over your: heads, _ your Sons 

and raviſh your Daughters. 

Al, Say ye 10? they /muſt.excuſeus for chat: fall on. n Neighbors 
A Reſcue” a Reſcue, &c. | 

Bull. Hold Gentlemen, if I have done ye wrong, 
The fault is mine and let me ſuffer fort; 
But be not thus injurious to your ſelves, 216; {4 
To fling your naked Breaſts on our-Swords points. 
Alas it will not be within my Pow, 
Tofave ye, when my Troopsare once enrag d. 
Therefore give up this vile Incendiary, 

Who as you ſee, to ſave his miſcreant Lite, 

Sceks toexpoſe all yours —- trult meI weep 

To think that maſt Jooſe a Member ——but. 

Let juſtice have itscourle. 

AL, Ay, ay, Let juſtice have it's courſe, hang, ning) him. up. 

A Bullingbrook., a Bullingbrook,, a \ Dulling brook, &c, 


Exennts 


ACT the: Third. 
OCW NE the Firſt; | | 
Enter King Richard, ' Aumerle, Carlile, _" Souldiers. 


King. Buy cy, a call you'this/at hand ?. 

Ann. The ſame my Lord, how brooks your Grace the x dir, 
After long toſling-on. the, Seas: 

King. Needs muſt I likeitwell, 1 weep for; Joy þ 
To ſtand upon my Kingdom once again,. nal 346 
Dear Earth Ido lace thee with my Hand, bo | 
Tho'Rebells wound thee with their Horſes hooks: 2 6 3&0 
Feed not thy Soy: raigns foes my.gentle /cartb,uu pals 13197 
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Nor with thy fragrant ſiveets refreſh their ſenſe, 


3 


' With Thorns and Brambles Choak their Treacherous way 5 


And when they ſtoop to Rob thee of a Flowr, 
Guard it I pray thee with a lurking Adder ! 
Serpents with Serpentsfitly will engage——. 
Mock not ' my ſenſeleſs Conjuration Lords, 
This Earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe Stones 
Riſe Souldiers Arm'd "rm of Native King, 


Shall falter under foul Rebellious Arms. 


Carlile. Doubt not my Lord, the Conduct and the Courage 


With which you have ſuppreſt one Rebel Crew, 
Will Crown your Temples with freſh Lawrells here; 
Hew have we elſe Employ'd our abſent time 
But Practiling the way to Victory, 

Aum, I tear my Lord that we are too remils 
Whilſt By/irgbrook through our ſecurity, 
Strengthens himſelt in ſubſtance and in Friends. 

King. Delponding Couſin doſt thou not conſider 
That whenthe ſearching Eye of Heav'n is hid, 
Then Thieves and s do ſecurely Range, 
Alarm with Cryes of Murther ſtarting ſleep, 

And fill with Out-rages the guilty Shades, 

But when the Day's diſcov'ring Rays return, 

Firing the proud tops of the Eaſtern Pines, 

And dart their Lightnings through each Guilty Nook 
Then Murders, | and deteſted Crimes, 
Diſmantled from the Cloak of Night, ſtand bare, 
And Tremble at their own Deformity ! 
So, when this Thief Night-reviling Bullingbrook 
Shall ſee our Beams of Majeſty return'd, 

His Treafons ſhall fit bluſhing on his Face, 

| Not able to endyre the ſight of Day. 

Carl. Not all the Waters of th'untathom'd Sea 
Can waſh the Balm from an Annointed Kang. 

. King. Move we ſecure then in our Royal Right, 
To th' Traytors Executions, not to Fight. 
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SCENE The Second. A Garden. 
Queen Dutches , of York, and other Ladies. 


Deen. Our Uncle Yorks delay brings freſh ſuſpition, 
That we are Prisners in a larger Cham ; | 
Beſides I fear that our Intelligence 
E Smooth'd and Tamper' ere it reach our Ear. 

Dutch. Our Servants wear a doubtful Countenance, 
Struck with-a gen'ral fear whilſt they obſerve 
Freſh Prodigies ſtart forth with evry Hour. 

The frighted Springs retreat to Earth agen, 

The Scaſons change therr Courſes, as the Year 

Had found ſome Months aſleep and leapt them over. 
z. Here come the Gardiners ; Tet us ſtep aſide, 

They! talk of State, for every one do's fo 

Before a Change, and dulleft Animals 

Have oft the earlieſt ſenſe of Alterations. 


Enter Gardiner and Servant. ET 2 
Gard. Sapport thoſe Vines, and Bind thoſe Peaches up, 
Then like an Exccutioner 
Cut off the Heads of Sprigs that, grow too faſt, 
And look tos lotty in our -Commonwealth, 
All muſt be even in our Government, - 
But now we ſpeak of Execution, 
2. Are Buſhie Green and th' Earl of Wiltſhire Dead ? | 
Serv. By Bullingbrook's Command they have loſt their Heads 
The King is Landed, but it ſeems too- late | 
To Head the Forces raisd by Saliſbury 
Who had diſperſt themſelves ere he arrivd. 
2x.. Then all our fears are true, we are betrayd. 
Dutch. Patience dear Madam, we may get hear further. 
| Serv. Think you;the, King will be depos'd ? 
Gard. Deprelt heisalready, and 'tis fear'd 
Bis fortune will decline from bad to worſe, 
Do what we can, you fce our Lawrels wither, 
Our Sun-flowers allare blaſted, ſtreams run backward, 
Theſe Prodigics forbode fome dreadful change, 
"Tis thought at laſt the King will be deposd.. 


Pucer. Tm preſt to death with ſilehce——boding Peazant, 
More ſenſeleſs then the Plants or Earth thou tend'(t, 
Darſt thou divine the downtallot--a King - 
Old Adams likeneſs ſet to dreſs this Garden, 
What Eve, what Serpent has ſeduc'd thy ſoul, 
To propheſie thisfecond fall of Man? 
Gard. Pardon me Madam, little joy have I 
To breath this News, but tcar you'll find 'em true. 
2necn, Come Ladies, let us pott to meet the King, 
This Scretch-Owl yet amongſt his bodingcries, 
Has ſung the glad news of the Kings Arrival! 
Which otherwiſe we were forbid to know z : | 
Thou fear'ſt leſt Tork ſhou'd meet with Buſhes Fate, 
Suſpend thy Tears, the heavy time may come, | 
That thou wilt bluſh to ſee thy Tork alive; 


If Richard fall, 'tis Treaſon to lurvive. E xennt 


SCENE the Third. A Heath. 


King, Aumerle, Carlile, Souldiers. 


King. Command a hault, we will a while refreſh, 
Our ſultry March, a cool breez fanns this Air —— 
The laſt expreſſes we receiv'd trom Wales, 

Spoke of full 20000 fighting men, 
Did it not Lords? 
Arr. And ſome odd Troops beſides. 
King. Nor will our Uncle Tork be negligent, 
To muſter up what Force he can, 
Sure we ſhall bluſh my Lords, at our own ſtrength, 
Heaping ſuch numbers for ſo juſt'a cauſe. 
Anne. Sir, doubt not but the ative Foe willfin d | 


Buſineſs enough temploy our outmoſt Numbers. Emter Saliebury. 


I fear me we ſhall more want Hands than Work. =” 
King. See Couſen who comes here, 1th very Minute - 
Toclear thy doubts, our truſty Salisbury. | 
Welcome my Lord, how far off lies your Power ? 
Sal. My gracious Lord, no' farther off nor nearer 
Then this weak Arm, ditcomfort guides my tongue, 
And bids me ſpeak, of nothing but deſpair.” | MEL 4s 
I tear my noble Lord orieday too' late, 7 
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Strives Bullingbrook to be as great as we? _ 
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Has clouded all your happy dayson earth! 54x i 
QO call back yeſterday, bid time return, | j-c4l TS. 
Thou ſhalt have 20000 Fightmngmen, REC 7:06 
Today today ! one luckleſs day too late, | \BNÞ 
O'rethrows thy Friends, thy Fortune and thy State z 
Our Welchmen Miſſ-inform'd that you were dead, 
Are gone to Bullingbrook diſperſt and fled. - 
Aum. Comfort my Liege, why looks your Grace fo pale? 
Kirg. But now the blood of 20000 men, 
Did triumph in my Face and they are fled, 
Have I not reaſon think you to look pale? 
My Fortune like a wife that has arriv'd 
The hardneſs to have once prov'd open falſe, 
Will ſet no Limits ta her treach'rys now: 
But turn to every upſtart that will court her, 
Now all that will be ſafe fly from my ſide, 
For time has ſet a blaſt upon my Pride. 
| Aum. My Laege remember who you are. q 
King. T had forgot my ſelf, am I not King ? 
Awake thou ({luggard Majeſty thou ſleep ! 
E not the Kings name 40000r names, 
Arm, arm my Name ! a puny Subject ſtrikes 
At thy great glory | look not to. the ground 
Ye favourites of a King 3 2. 9:01 
See Salisbary, our haſty Scroop brings Balm 
Tofalve the Wound thy piercing udings gave. [ Exter Scroop. 
Come on thou truſty Souldierz oh draw near ! 
Thou never ſhew'dſ{t thy ſelf more fſeaſonably, 
Not when the flying Battle thou, haſt -turad, 
And from the hands of Conqueſt forc't the Day. : 
Scroop. More health and happineſs befall my Liege, 
Thenimy eare-burden'd Tongue has. to deliver, | 
King. How's that? þ charge thee on thy Soul ſpeak comfort.. 
Ha! wilt thow \not ſpeak Comfort? then ſpeak Truth. .. : 
My ear is open and my heart prepar'd, 
The worſt thow canſt antold 1s, worldly loſs, 
Say, is my Kingdom loſt? why 'twas my Care, "PH 
And what loſs.15 it. to. be rid:of Care?,, _  ., _ _ 


If Heav'n approve his hopes, why. let/em thrive! ; nad I 
8 Revolt 


Reyolt our Subjects ? that we cannot mend, 
To Heav'n they firſt were falſe and then to us! 
Then give thy heavy heart as heavy ſpeech, 
Cry Woe, Deſtruction, Ruin, Loſs, Decay, 
The worſt is Death, and Death will have his Day. - 
Scroop. I'm glad to find your Highneſs fo prepar'd, 

Like a fierce ſudden Storm that ſwells the Floods, 

As if the world were all diflolv'd to Tears, 

So rages Bu{/irgbrook above his bounds, 

Cov'ring the fearful Land with claſhing Arms 

Old Sires have bound their hairleſs Scalps in ſteel, 

Boys leave their ſports and tune their tender Pipes 

To the big voice of War, and ſtrut in Armour; 

The very Beadſmen learn to bend their Bows, 

The very Women throw their Infants by, 

Snatch ruſty Bills and flock to the mad War, 

And all goes worſe thanl have Power to tell. 

King. Too well, alas, thou tell'ſta Tale fo Il! 

Where is the Earl of Wiltfhire, Buſhie, Bagot ? 

That they have let theſe miſchiets ſpread ſo far, 

It we prevail their Heads ſhall ——_ for't! 

I warrant they have made peace with Bu//ingbrook. 
Scroop. Peace have they made with him indeed. _ 
King. Oh Villains Vipers, damn'd without redemption ! 

Dogs, quickly won to fawn on any Comer, 6 

Snakes1n my Heartsblood warm'd to ſting my Heart, 

Wou'd they make Peace? eternal Hell make War 

Upon their ſpotted ſouls for this Offence. 

Scroop. Again uncurle their Souls, their Peace is made 
With Heads and not with Hands, thoſe whom you curſe | 
Are butcher'd in your Caufe, beheaded all 
And with their laſt breath wiſht your Arms ſuccels. 

Ann. Where is the Duke my Father with. his Forces ? 

King. No matter where; of Comfort no man ſpeak 3, 
Let's talk of Graves, of Worms and Epitaphs, | 
Make Duſt our paper, and with rainy eyes. 
Write ſotrow on the boſom of the earth ! 

For Heav'ns ſake let's ſit upon: the ground, 
And tell ſad ſtories of the Death'ot Kings, - . 
How ſome have been deposd, ſome {lain in War, 
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Some poyſon'd by their Wives, fome fleeping kill dz 

All murtherd : tor within the hollow Crown ©. 

That rounds the morta] Temples ot a King, 

Keeps death his Court, and there the Antique fits, 
Scofting his State, and grinning at his Pomp! 
Allowing him a ſhort fictitious Scene, 

To play the Prince, be feard, and kill with looks, 
'Till Gyell'd with vain conceit the flatterd thing 
Believes himſ{clf immortal asa God 

Then to the train fate's Engineer ſets fire, - 
Blows up his pageant Pride and farewell King. 
Cover your heads and mock not fleſh and blood, 
With ſolemn reverence, throw away Relpett; - 
Obeyſance, Form and Ceremonious Duty, 

For you have but miſtook me all this while, 

I live with bread hke you, feel Wants, taſt Griet, 
Therefore am I no King, or a King nothing. 

Are. Give to the Foe my Lord, this cold deſpair, 
No worſe can come of Fight, of Death much better. 
My Fathers Troops are firm let's joyn with them, 

And manage wiſcly that Jaſt ſtake o'th. War, 

Want's craft can make a body of a hmb. 

King. You chide me well, proud Ba/lingbrook, I come, 
To change blows with thee for our day of Doom, 
This Ague-fit of tear 1s overblown, 

An eafie task it isto win our own ; | 
Say, Scroop, where hes our Uncle with his Pow'r ? 

My fir'd heart now longs tor the fatal hour. 

Scroop, Men by the Skies complexion judge the day, 
So may you by my dull and heavy eye, 

Find that my tongue _ yet a heavier Tale, 

I play the Torturer by | and ſmall ! 

Your Uncle York treating with Bu//ingbrook, 

Was ſeiz'dyby hum, and's {till keptclofe Confind, 

So that the ſtrength which he was muſt'ring up, 

K quaſt and come to nought. | 

King. Thou haſt ſaid enough, 

Beſhrew thee Couſin that didſt lead me forth 

Of that fiveet I was in to deſpair! — | 

What ſay ye now? what comfort have ye now ? 
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Ring Richard the Second. 


By Heav'n Ill hate him everlaſtingly, 
That bids me be of comfort any more! 


Enter Queen, Dutcheſs, Ladies and Attendants. 


Now by deſpair my Queen and her fair train! 
Come to congratulate'our Vidory, 

And claim the triumph we at parting promisd ; 
Go tell 'em Lords, what feats you have perform'd, 
And if ye pleaſe tell my adventures too, 

You know I wasnoldler in the War. 

Oh! tortuge, now I feel my miſeriesſting, 

And this appearance {trikes me dead with ſhame 

Suecen, Welcome my Lord, 

This minute 1s our own, and Il devote it all 

To extaſie, the Realm receives her King, 

And I my Lover, ——thou doſt turn away ! 

Nor are they tears of joy which thou doſt ſhed, 
I give thee welcome, thou reply'{t with ſighs! 

King. Whatlanguage ſhall my bankrupt fortunesfind, 

To greet ſuch Heavenly excellence as thine? 

I promiſsd thee fucceſs and bring thee Tears ! 

O could(t thou but devorce me from thy Heart! 
But oh! I know thy virtue will undoe thee, 
Thou wilt be (tHll a fathful conſtant Wite, 

Feel all my Wrongs and ſuffer in my Fall? 
There is the ſting and venom of my Fate, 

When I ſhall think that I have ruin'd Thee. _- 

Queen, Task no more my Lord, at Fortunes hands. 
Then priviledge to ſuffer tor your fake ! | 
Who wou'dnot {hare your Griet toſhare your Love 2 _ 
This Kingdom yet, which once you didpreter 
To the worlds {way, this Beauty and this Heart: 

Is Richards (ll, millions of Loyal thoughts 

Are always waiting there to pay you homage. 
That glorious Empire yields:to you alone, 

No Bullingbrook, can chale you trom that Throne. 


b 


King. We'll march no farther, lead to th Caſtle here. 
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[ Exeant. 


SCENE 


SCE NE the Fourth. A Caſtle. | 


Flouniſh, Erter Bullingbrook, York, Northumberland, Piercy, 
SEE Willoughby, &>c. | 


North. The News is very fair and good My Lord, 
Richard within this Fort has hid his head. | 
Tork. It would become the Lord Northumberland 

To fay King Richard, that fo good a King | 
Shoula be compell'd to hide a facred Head, 

And Thou have leave to ſhew a Villains Face! 

Bull. Miſtake not Uncle farther then you ſhou'd. 

York. Talk not thou Traytor farther then thou ſhoud'ſt. 
| [ Emter Roſs. 

Bull. What ſay'ſt thou Roſs? will not this Caſtle yield ? 

Roſs. My Lord the Caſtle Royally isman'd | 

Againſt your entrance, for the King and Queen 

But newly are arriv'd and enter'd there, 

With them the Lord Aumerle, Lord Sazlisbury, 

Sir Stephen Scroop, beſides a Clergy-man 

Of holy rev'rence, whom I cannot learn. 

North. 1 know him, 'tis the Biſhop of Carlile. 
Bull. Go Northamberland, through the ribs of this Caſtle, 

With brazen Trumpets ſound the breath of Parle, 

Say thus —— that Bul/ingbrook upon his knees 
Kiſſes King Richards hands with true allegiance, 

And that with thoughts of Peace he's picker COme. 

Ev'n at his feet to lay his Arms and Pow'r, 

Provided his Revenues be reſtor'd, 

His Baniſhment repeal'd ; let this be granted 
Or elſe hel uſe th'advantage of his Power, | 
And lay the Summers Duſt with ſhow'rsof Blood: — — 

| Enter King above Anmerle, Carlile, 8c. 

But ſee where on the walls he do's appear, 

As dos the bluſhing diſcontented Sun, 

MI envious Clouds combine to mms Glory. 

_ Tork. O mydearLiege, Heavn guard your Majeſty, 
Fore Heav'n, my old bo leaps at he of you, and 
Think not that falſly I gave up your Pow, 

If any Villain of 'em dares to ſay it, 


—— - > _ 
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King Richard the Second. 
T'le call that Villain Lyar to his teeth, ; 
He is a Rogue, tho” 1t be Bullitngbrook ! 
Lo, here I kneel, and pay thee Homage as a true 
Sabject ſhou'd before the Rebels Faces, 
King. Riſe Tork, I know thy truth, and pity thee, 
We are amaz'd,and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearful bending of his knee 
Becauſe We thought Our Self his lawful King. 
Tell Bullingbrook, for yond* methinks is he, 
 Thatevery ſtride he makes upon Our Land 
Is dangerous Treaſon : He 1s come t' unfold 
The purple Teſtament of bleeding War : 
But ere the Crown he ſceks ſhall bind his Brow, 
A thouſand Orphan'd Widowe&Mothers Tears 
Shall waſh from Earth their Sons and Hu5sbands Blood, 
North, Heaven forbid our Lord the King 
Shou'd thus with civil Arms be ruſht upon 
Lord Bull:ngb:i* does humbly ki's your Hand, 
And ſwears his*coming hither has no other ſcope 
Then to demand his Royalties, and beg 
Enfranciſement from Exile ; grant but this, 
His Glitt*ring Arms he will commend to Ruſt. 
King. Northumberland ſay thus, — The King complies EV 
With his Demands , and ſo commend us to him: . 
We dodebaſe Our Self Couſin , do we not, 
To look ſo peacetul and to ſpeak (o fair 2 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traytor's Heart, and Die. 
Aum. No, good my Lord, let's fight with gentle words, 
Till time lend Friends, and Friends their conquering Swords, 
King, That ere this power-chang'd Tongue 
That laid the Sentence of dread Baniſhmentr 
Oa yond proud Maa, ſhou'd take it off agen, 
O that I were as great 
As is my Grief, or leſſer than my Name ! 
That I could quite forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what T'muſt be now. 
. Aum, Northumberland comes back from Bullingbrook, 
/ King, What mult the King do now 2 Muſt he forgo 
The Name of Xing © O' God's Name let it paſs, 
F 
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Til give my Jewels for a ſet of Beads, 
My gilded Palace for a Hermitage , 
My Robes of Empire for an Alms-man's Gown., 
My figur'd Goblets for a Diſh of Wood , 
My Scepter for an humble Palmers Staff, 
My Subjects for a pair of Poor Carv'd Saints, 
And my large Kingdom for a little Grave, 
A little, very little obicure Grave $ 
| _Aumarle, Thou weep'it, my tender hearted Coulin , 
F' Wee'l joyn our Royal with thy Loyal Tears , 
| Our ſighs and they ſhall lodge. the Summer Corn 
And,make a Dearth in this revolting Land, 
North, My Lord he thanks your Highneſs and begs leave 
To ſpeak with you, Sir pleaſe, you to come down : _ 
Hee'll wajt your Majeſty ith” Court below. 
Xing. Down,down,l come like Blazing Phaeton, 
Wanting the Menage of unruly Steeds, 
Down pomp, down {welling ſtubborn Heart, down King, 
For Night-Owls ſhrick where Mounting Larks ſhould ſing. 


[Exeunt from above. 


Re-enter Bullingbrook.and his Company in the Court, 


Bul.” Northumberland to London, with all ſpeed , 
Summon a Parliamext i'th* Commons Name, 
'In Order to the Kings Appearance there ; —_ [FxterKing 
But ſee — his Highneils comes, ſtand all apart attexaed,\\ 
And ſhew fair Duty to his Majeſty. 


York runs over tothe King, kneels and kiſſes his Hand. 


Tork, Now left the Rebels ſcrze me if they can, 
For here Til periſh by my Sovereign's ide. 

Kins, Fy Coultn, you debaſe your princely Knee. 
And make our Earth too proud with Kiſſing it, 
Methinks my Heart had rather feel your Love, 

| Then thus in Eye behold the Courteſie: 
Up Coulen, up—Your Heart 1s up, I know. 
Bul, My gracious Lord I come but for my own.. 
King. And to that Title who mult fer the Bounds 2. ; 
But, . 
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King Richard the Second, 
.Bul, Nor even to that do I lay farther claim, 
Than my true Service (hall deſerve your Love, 
King, Well you deſerve, they beſt deſerve to have , 
That know the ſtrongeſt {ureſt way to get ; 
But Heav'n rules all — good Uncle dry your Tears — 
Coulin I am to young to be your Father 
Tho! you are Old enuff to be my Heir! 
Methinks one Perſon's wanting yet 
To this tair Preſence, our Old Loyal Gaunt , 
He was thy Father Herford, was he not? 
Excuſe me Coulin , Tears but ill become 
A Kiog, atleaſt when Friends and Kinſmen meet , 
And yet I cannot chule but weep to think, 
That whilſt you preſs and I permit this Scorn ; 
What Plagues we heap on Children yet unborn, 
. [Exenn, 


—— 


A CT: IV. 


Enter York, Aumarle -in their Parliament Robes , Two 
Meſſengers from Bullingbrook. | 


York, Ur, tut, tut, tell not me of Patience, 'tis a Load a 
Burden that Knaves will never ceaſe to lay on 
whilſt Aﬀes will carry it! nothing but Villany 
in this verſal World, and nothing plagues me 

but that I can't turn Villain too, to be Reveng'd. | 

Aum, Perfidious Bullinghrook to bow the knee, 

And do Obeyſance to our Royal Maſter, 

To treat of Peace and tend him all the way 

With cuteous Ceremony humbleſt Service, 

Yet baſely to confine him after all , 

To call a Senate in King &zhara's Name 

Againſt King Richard, to depole King Richard , 

Is ſuch a Monſter of curſt ufurpation , 

As nere was practis'd in the barb'rous Climes, - 

Where Subject herd and Courts nt are Savage, 
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- York, Out on this Sultry Robe ! O Spleen ! Spleen ! -- Fat and 
Vexation will bethe Death of me, —Behold this Brace 

Of Raizor-nos'd Raſcals, 'you'd {wear that a ſplit 

Groat made both their Faces , lean Pimps , 

That cou'd ſcarce ſtop a Cranny in a Door : 

Why ? they are (orlooth no lets than Rogues of State, 

Meſſ. My Lord, this is no Anſwer to our Meflage. 

York, I, the Meſſage ! 1 had rather you had brought me — 
Poylon; for certain *twas fent to be the Death of me : Thou 
know'lt Boy, on what Account we are going this Morning. 
Wonu'd you think it, this Traytor Bull:ngbrook has ſent for me ; 
for me, I ay, (ent by thele Rogues for me, to confer with him 
in private before the Houſe fits. 

Aum, That was indeed provoking. 

York, Nay, let honeſt men judge if Murder was not in his 


heart, and that he thought the Mellage wou'd make me Die 


with Choller. —Now ſhould I clap this pair of Arrows to a 
Bew-ltring and ſhoot 'em back to the Uſurper. ——Go tell the 
Knave your Maſter, He's a Fool to ſend for me, I renounce him : 
Speak with him in private before the Houle fits, Why? I 
wou'd not meet him there but to ſhew my ſelf for Richard, and 
then tell him he'l ſce 0ne that that hates a Traytor, be Bulling- 
brook what he will. 

[ Exit, 

Enter Dutcheſs of York. 


Datch. Aumarle, come back, by all the Charms of Duty, 
E do conjure you temper your raſh Father , 
His Zeal can do th' abandoned King no good ; 
But will provoke th' uſurper to our ruin. DR 
Aum. Already, I have preſt beyond his Patience, 
What can our poor Endeavours help the King 


When he himſelf comply's with his hard fortune , 


He comes this Morning to Reſign the Crown. 
Dutch, Where then 1s that amazing Reſolution , 

Thar in kis Non-age fir'd his Youcktul Breſt : 

To face Rebeltion and ſtrike dead the Monſter , 

When Ty/er's Deluge cover'd all the Land? 

Oc where the fury that ſuppreſt the Kernsz - 

Waullt numbers. periſht by his Royal Arm ? 


Kzng Richard the Second, 


 4#m. With ſuch Malignant fortune he is preſt ; 

As renders braveſt Reſolution vain ; 

By force and fraud reduc't to thar Diftreſs, 

That ev'n ith? beſt opinion of his Friends 

He is advis'd to yield his Scepter up , 

| This poor reſerve being all, to make that ſeem 

As voluntary , which perforce mult be ; 

\ But how relents the 2#eez this ſtrange Oppreſlion ? 
Dutch. As yet the worſt has been diſſembled to her, 

A {lumber now has ſeiz'd her wakeful Lids: 

But heere ſhe comes, I muſt attend, Away. [Ex, Aum., 


Enter Queen ſupported by Ladies. 


Qu, Convey meto my Lord, or bring him hither, 
Fate labours in my Breſt and frights my Dreams, 
No ſooner [leep can ſeize my weeping Eyes , 
But boding Images of Death and Horrour 
Afﬀright the Infant ſjumber into Cries, 
A Thouſand forms of ruin ſtrike my thoughts ; 
A Thouſand various Scenes of Fate are ſhewn , 
W hich 1n their ſad Cataſtrophe agree, 
The Moral ſtill concludes in Richard's fall, 
Datch, How ſhall we now dare to inform her Grief 
Of the ſad Scene the King muſt Ac to day ? 
Qs. Ev'n now amidſt a Chaos of diſtraction , 
A Towring Eagle wing'd his cloudy way , 
Purſu'd by rav'nous Kites, and clamorous Daws, 
That ſtript th' imperial Bird of all his Plumes , 
And with their Numbers funk him to the ground : 
But as I nearer drew, the Figure chang'd, 
. My Richard there lay weltring in his gore ! 
So dreamt Calphurzia, and fo fell Ceſar. Enter 4 Lady. 
£44, Madam, the King is coming. 
2s. Thou bring'ft a welcom hearing , and already 
I feel his powerful influence chaſe my tears, 
For grief it ſelf muſt ſmile when Richard's by, 


Enter King in Monrning. 


Oh Heav'n is this? is this my promis'd Joy ! 
Not all the terrours of my ilkep preſente 
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A SpeQtacle like this! O ſpeak, my Lord ! 
The Blood ſtarts back to my cold Heart, O ſpeak ! 
What means this dark and mouranful Pageantry, 
This pomp of Death 7 
King, Command your Waiters forth, 
My {ſpace is ſhort, and I have much to fay. 
2s, Are thcle the Robes of State? Th' imperial Garb, 
In which the King ſhould goto meet his Senate ? 
Was I not made to hope this Day ſthou'd be 
Your ſecond Coronation, (econd Birth 
Of Empire, when our Civil Broils ſhou'd ſleep, 
For ever huſhrt in deep Oblivion's Grave ? 
King. O Iſabel! This Pageantry luitrs beſt 
With the black Day's more black Solemnity ; 
Bur *tis not worth a Tear, for, ſay what part 
Of Life's vain Fable can deſerve a Tear, 
A real Sorrow for a fcign'd Diſtrels ! 
My Coronation was ( methinks) a Dream, 
Think then my Refignation is no more. - 
Qu, What Reſignation 2 Mean you of the Crown 2 
Will Richard then againſt himſelf conſpire 2 
Thi Uſurper will have more excule than he: 
No, Richard, never tamely yield your Honours, 
Yield me; yield if you muſt your precious Life, 
But ſeize the Crown, and gralp your Scepter dying. 
King. Why doſt thou fret a Lyon 1n the Toll 
To Rage, that only makes his Hunters ſport 2 
Permir me briefly to recount the eps, 
By which my Fortune grew to this diſtreſs. 
Then tell me, what cou'd Alexander do 
Againſt a Fate fo obſtinate as mine. 
Qs, Oh Heav'n ! Is awtul Majeſty no more ? 
King. Firſt, had I not bin abſent when th' Invader 
Set footing here; or it being then in /reland, 
The crols Winds not forbad the News to reach me , 
Or when the ſhocking Tidings were arriv'd , 
Had not the veering Winds agen obſtrufted 
My paſſage back, 'till rumour of my Death 
Diſperſt the Forces rais'd by Salisbury ; 
Or when theſe hopes were periſht, had not Baggo? , 
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Buſbie, and Green, by Bullingbrook been murder'd , 
Old Yort himſelf ( our laſt reſerve) ſurpriz'd, 
There were ſome ſcope for Reſolution left. 

But what curſt Accident rth' power of Chance, 
That did not then befall to croſs my Wiſhes ; 
And what ſtrange hit could Bu{;ngbrook, deſire , 
That fell not out to puſh his Forttnes on, 
Whatever outmoſt Fate cou'd do to blaft 

My hopes was done ; what outmolt Fate cou'd do 
T' advance proud Bullirgbrooks as ſure befell. 
Now which of theſe Misfortunes was my fault 2 
Or what cou'd I againſt reſiſting Heav'n ! 

2%, Oh my dear Lord,think not I meant t'upbraid [Weeps o- 
Your Milery | Ver him) 
Death ſeize myYouth, when any other paſſion 
For 1njur'd Richard in my Brelts tinds room , 

But tendreſt Love and Pity of his Woes. 

King. That Ireſign the Crown with (ceming will, 

Is now the beſt my Friends can counſel me, 
Th uſurping Houle decrees it mult be done, 
And therefore beſt that it ſcem Voluntary, 

24, Has Loyalty ſo quite renounc't the World , . 
That none will yet ſtrike for an injur'd King : b. 

King. Alas! my ſinking, Barque ſhall wreck no more 
My gen'rous Friends, let Crowns and Scepters go 
Before 1 ſwim to 'em in Subjeds blood. 

The King in-pity to his Subjects quits 

His Right, that have no pity for their King ! 

Let me be bleſt with cool Retreat and thee , 

Thou World of Beauty, and thou Heav'n of Love, 
To bullingbrook 1 yield the Tolls of *State : 

-And may the Crown lit lighter on his Head 

| Than ere it did on Richard's... 

2s, Deſtiny 

Is Tyrant over King's ; Heav n guard my Lord. 

King. Weep not my Love, each Tear thou ſhedl(t is Theft , 
For know, thou robb'it the great.ones of their due; 
Of Pomp diveſted we ſhou'd now put off, 

It's dull Companion Grief ——- Farewel my Loye:: . 
Thy &ichard ſhall return to thee again ,. 
The King no more, 


King Richard the Second 3 9 
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Qs, Tn ſpight of me ,' my ſorrow 
In (ad Prophetic Language do's reply 
Nor Richard, nor the King, | 


SCENE the Parliament. 


. Bullingbrook, Northumb. Piercie, York, Aumarle, Carlile, 
with other Nobles and Officers making a full Houle. 


[Exenmt ſeverally, 


North, Great Duke of Lancaſter, I come to thee 
From Kichard , who with free and willing Soul 
Adopts thee Heir, and his high Scepter yields 
Fo the poſſeſſion of thy Royal Hand ; 

Alcend his Throne delcending now from him, 
And long live Hezry of that Name the Fourth. 

Bull. Richard Conſents, and Lords I have your Voices, 
In Heav'ns Name therefore I aſcend the Throne. - 

Carl. No, haſty Bullingbrook, in Heav'ns Name ſtay , 
Tho? meaneſt of this Preſence, yet I'll ſpeak 
A Truth that do's beſeem me beſt to ſpeak , 

And wou'd to God, the nobleſt of this preſence 
Were enuff noble ro be Richard's Judge : 
Whar ſubje& can give ſentence on his King ! 
And who ſits here that is not Richard's Subjet? 
Theeves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear, 
Thr indi&ment read, and Anſwer to their Charge , 
And ſhall the Figure of Heav'ns Majelty, 
His Captain, Steward, Deputy, Ele, 
Anointed, Crown'd and planted many years , 
Be judg*d by Subje&t and inferiour Breath, 
And he not preſent ! o' forbid it God ! 
That in a Chriſtian Climate Souls refin'd , 
Shou'd Plot ſo heinous black obſcene a dced ; 
1T ſpeak to Subjes, and a Subject ſpeaks, 
Stir'd up by Heaven thus boldly for his King. 
York,. Now by my Life, I thank thee honeſt Prelate , 
My Lords what ſay ye to the Biſhops Doetrine 
Ist not Heavenly true? you know it is; | 
Nor canev'n gracelels Herfors's ſelf gainfſay't, 


King Richard the Second. 


Carl. My Lord of Hereford here whom you call King, 


Is a foul Traytor to proud Herford's King, 
And if you Crown him, let me prophelie, 
' The blood of Erngii|þ ſhall manure the Land, 
| And future Ages groan for this foul Deed : 
And if you rear this Houle agaiaſt its (elf, 
It will the wofulleſt Diviftion prove 
T hat ever yet befell this guilty Earth. 
Prevent, reſiſt ic, ſtop this breach in Time 
Leſt Childrens Children, curſe you for this Crime, 
North, Well haye you argu'd, Sir, and for your pains 
Of Capital Trealon; we Arreſt you here ; 
My Lord of weſtminſter, be it your care 
To keep him ſafely till his Day of Tryal. 
Wil't pleaſe you Lords togrant the Common's Suit e 


York, Firſt let me move and yield ſome Knave a Seat. 


Bull, Bring hither Richard, that in open view 
He may ſurrender lo ſhall we proceed 
Without ſuſpition, 


King Richard brought in, 


\King. Alack why am I ſent for to the King , 
Before I have ſhook oft the Regal thoughts 
With which I Reign'd — as yet I have not learnt 
T* infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend the Knee, 
Give ſorrow leave a- while to tutor me | | 
To this ſubmiſſion — Yet I well remember 
The favours thele Men ! were they not mine ? 

To do what lervice am I ſeat for hither ? 

North, To do that Office of your own good will , 
Which weary'd Majeſty did prompt thee to Y 
The Reſignation of thy Crown and State 
To Hezry Bullingbrook, 

. King, My own good Wall ? 

Yes, Heav*n and you know with what ſort of Will ! 
You ſay it is my Will:; why be it (©, | 
Give me the Crown — come Coulin ſeize the Crown 
Upon this {ide my Hand , on that fide thine. 

Now is this Crown a Well wherein two Veſſels 
That ia ſucceſſive Motion riſe _ fall, | 
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The emprier ever dancing ih the Air; | 
Th? oppreſt one down , unfeen and funk, that Veſſel! 
Dejedted, preſt and full of Tears atn T, 

Drinking my Griefs whilft Heyford mounts on high. 
Bull. 1 thought you had been willing to Reſign. - 
King. My Crown arm, bur ſtill my Griefs are mine. 
Bull, Are you contented to Reſign or no ? 

King. Yes — No—- yet let it pals, 

From off my Head I give this heavy weight, 

And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand ; 

So with my Tears I waſh my Balth away, | 

With my. own breath relcafe all duteous Oaths, 

My Pomp. and Majeity for ever quit, 

My mannors, Rents, Revenues Tforego , 

My Ad@ts, Decrees and Statiites I 'reptal, 

Heav*n pardon all Oiths rhat are broke'tome3 

Heav'n keep unbroke all Vows arc made to'thee 

Make me that nothing have, to covet nought , 

And thee poſſeſt of all that all haſt ſought: 

W hat more remains ? 

North, No more, but that you re:d 

This Bill of Accuſations chargd upon your Crimes. 
King. Diſtraction ! made my own accuſer roo 

To read a bead-roll of my own defaults, 

Read it my ſelf 2 by prece-meal to-unrauel 

My .weav'd-up follies ? why, Northamberland, 

If thy Offences were upon Record, © 

Wou'd it not ſhame thee in fo full a-Prefence 

To read a Lecture of **m? it thou ſhowdſt, 

There wou'dſt thow find one heynous Atticle , 

Containing the depofing of a King : | 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an' Oath, 

Markt with a blot damn'd in the book of Heav*n, 

Nay all of you that ſtand and look upon me, 

Waiting to fee my Miſery bait-it ſelf; 


. Like P-/ates have betray'd me to'tmny Crols , 


And water cannor walh away yotir fin. | 
North, My Lord diſpatch, read ore'the Articles. 
King, My Eyesare full of Tears! T1'tannot ſee. 

...North, My Lord <=— ADAIR 
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| King Richard the Second. 43 
King, No Lord of thine thou falſe inſulting Man ; | 
Nor no Man's Lord —I have no Name, no Title; 
Let me Command a Mirrour hither ſtreight , 
That it may ſhew me what a Face L have 
Since ſtript and Bankrupt of it's Majeſty, 
Bul, Fetch him a Glals, 
North, In the mean timeread o're- this Paper. 
King, Hell! — for a Charm to lay 
This toul Tormearting Fiend. 
Bul, Urge it no-mure Northumberland, | 
. = Nor. The Commons Sir wull not be f(atisfi'd,' 
Unlels he Read, Confels, and Sign it too. 
King, They ſhall be ſatisfi'd, Vie Read enuf 
When I ſhall ſee the very Book indeed 
W here all my faults are writ, and thavs my Self, 
Give me that Mirrour — [Views himſelf 
No deeper wrinkles yet has Sorrow ſtruck in the Glaſs, 
So many many blows upon theſe Cheeks and made 
No deeper wounds? — O' flattring Inſtrument, 
Like to my followers in proſperity , | 
So ſhall juſt Fate daſh them as I daſh thee : | [Breaks it, 
So Pomp and Falſ-hood ends — I'll beg one Boon , : 
Then take my leave and'trouble you no more, 
. Shall I obtaimat? _ 
Bul, Name it fair: Couſin. | 
King. Fair Couſin? -—1 am greater than a King ! 
For when I was a King: my Flatterers 
Were then but Subjects , being now a Subje&t 
I have a King here for. my 'Flaterer. 5] 
*Tis onely leave to go. C12 808}-21'1 1 
Bul., Whether 2 3 lewl x: | 
King. Why, from your'fight and then no matter where 
Bul, Convey him to the Tower. 
King, Ha! ha! my fortune's Malice now 
Isgrown fo ſtrange that 'tis become my ſport z 
Convey, Convey, Conveighers are you all 
\ Thatriſe thus nimbly on your Monarchs fall, 
Bul. Lords, I ſhall ſtudy to require your Fayours : 
On weadzeſday next we Solemaly ſet down 
Our Coronation, fo prepare your _—_ 
2 


a 
9A os LEY 
: OG. 


Wd ine an PSs Fs I. cv EG Aegis 
F > EE an ir OR 


MI, Long live King Bullingbrook, Henry the Fourth; 
Tork, Well, my Allegiance follows ſtill the Crown , 
True to the Kiag I ſhall be, and thereon. 
I kiſs his Hand , 'tis- equally as true 
That I ſhall always Love and Guard the King , 
As that I always ſhall hate Bullingbrook, 
The King's Sacred , be Herford what: he will 
Yet 'tis no Treaſon ſure to-pity Richard, 
Bul, Break up the Afſſenibly, ſo wee'll paſs in ſtate. 


To greet the Loves of our expecting Subjects , 


Lead there and. bid our Trumpets ſpeak. 
Ex, Bullingbrook attended ,. ſbouts without, 


York, Peace Hell-Hounds or your own breath Poyſon ye. 
Xing. Good Uncle give*em way , all Monſters Act 


- To-their- own kind, fo dothe Multitude, 


Shout agarn. 


Cari Why impious hardned wretches, Brands for Hell - 
Forbear this barb*'rous Out-rage , Tears of Blood 
Can never waſh this Monſtrous Guilt away. 

King. What mult I then preach Patience to my Prieſt 2 


| Let no Man's wrongs complain whilſt mine are filent, 


How think: ye my good*Friends, will not 
Succeeding Ages call this Day to witneſs 

W hat Changes ſway the World, your King muſt pals. 
A Spectacle of ſcorn through-crouded ftreets, _ | 
Thar at the ſame time view th? ulurpers Triumph; / 
Heav*a ſhut thy Eye till this dire Scene be paſt, - 
The light that ſees it; fure will be the laſt; 


. \EX, Guarded. 
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--  * * a 
Enter Dutcheſs' and Aumarle. 


Datsh. T that fad paſſage Tears broke off your Story, 
' Where rude miſgovern'd Hands from Win- 


dows threw 
Rank weeds and rubbiſh on King Richard's Head. 
Aum, Then as I ſaid, the haughty Bull;ngbrook 
Mounted upon an hot and fiery Steed , 
Which his aſpiring Rider ſeem'd to know , 
With ſlow bur ſtately pace kept on his Courſe, 
Whilſt all Tongues cry'd, God ſave King Bullinzbrook !. 
You wou'd have thought the very Windows ſpoke, 
So many greedy looks of young and old, 
Through Caſements darted their deſiring Eyes : 
You wou'd have thought the very Walls themfelves, 
With all their painted Imag'ry, had cry'd, 
Hail to the King , all Hail to Bullingbrook !. 
W hilſt beading lower than his Courſers neck, 
The Rabble he l{aluted on each fide ;. 
Thus praiſing and thus prais'd he paſt along. _ 
Dutch, Alas, poor Richard !: where rides he the while : 
Aum, As in the Theatre the Eyes of Men, 
After a well-grac't AQor leaves the Stage , 
Are idly bent on him thatenters next , 
With ſuch contempt they turn'd their Eyes from Richard , 
No joyful Tongue gave him his welcome home ; 
But Duſt was thrown upon his ſacred Head , 
Which with ſuch gentle forrow he ſhook off, 
His Face ſtill combating with Smiles and Fears , 
( The Badges of his Grief and Patience ) | 
That had not Heav'a for ſome ſtrange purpoſe ſteel'd 


| - The Hearts of-Men; they muſt of force relented,. 


And Cruelty it Telf have pity'd him, 
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as | | The Hiftory of © - 
| | Enter York. 

York, What, in Tears ſtills Well, Heav'ns will muſt be == 
mark-me Boy, I cannot blame thy grieving for Richard, becauſe 
I do it my ſelf, neither can I'btame thee for not loving Bulling- 
brook, becauſe I cannot'do it my (elf: Burto be true to him ( or 
rather to our Oath, being now his {worn Subje&s) I conjure 
thee. This I ſpeak,” becaule the King (ulpe&s thee, and made 
me even now pledge for thy truth and fealty : Bear you well 
therefore in this new Spring of Government, leſt you be cropt 
before your time — Well, what News trom Oxford Boy * Hold 
th' intended Triumphs theres *Tis faid our new Kiag will grace 
them with his Preſence, 

Anm. They hold, my Lord, for certam ——- and as certain 
This upſtart King ſhall die if he comes there: | 

2ork, Ha! come nearer, what Seal is that which hangs out 
from thy Boſom 2 Ha! lookſt rhon pales Let me ſee the writing. 

Aim, I do beleech your Grace to pardon me ; | 
It is a matter of ſmall conſequence, 

Which for ſome reaſons I wou'd not have ſeen. 

Tork. Which for ſome reaſons ! Sir,I mean to ſee, [Smatches rt. 
Juſt as I fear'd, Freaſon, foul Treaſon, Villain Traytor. 

Datch. Whar's the matter my Lord, good Tork inform me. 

Tork, Away fond Woman, give me my Boots,ſfaddle my Horſc. 

Dutch. The matter, Son. 

Aum, Good Madam, be content. 

It is no more than my poor Life muſt Anſwer. 

Datch. Thy Life ! 

Hence Villain, ſtrike him Anmarle, 

York, My Boots T fay, I will away to th' King, 

Dutch, Why Tork, what wilt thou do ? 

Wilt thou not hide the Treſpaſs of thine own ? 

York, Peace Woman, or I will impeach thee too ; 


[ Servant enters. 


Wou'dtit thou conceal this dark Confpiracy ? 


A dozen of 'em'here have tane the'Sacrament , 
And interchangeably fer down their Hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 
Dutch, He ſhall be none , gh 
We'll keep him here, then what's that tq himg 
York, T hot love not Bullizgbrork, yer'F hate Treaſon, and will 
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Dutch, Our Son, our only Son, our Ages comfort ; 
I; he not thine own? _ | 
York, Wife, I believe it, therefore T impeach him; were 
he none of mine, let his own Father look to him, but ſince 
he is my Villain, Fl ſee the Villain orderd : My Horle,1 ſay. 
Dutch, Hadſt thou-groan'd for him, York, as 1 have done 
York,. And art &en like to groan for him again, Away. [Favt. 
Dutch. Haſte thee Aumarle, mount thee upon his Horle , 
Spur poſt, and get before him tothe King, 
And beg thy pardon e're he come tr accule thee : 
Born on the wings of Mother's love I'll fly , 
And doubt not to prevent thy Father's ſpeed, 
Oa thy behalf 1'll with the King prevail, 
Or root into the ground whereon I knee]. | CExcunt, 


SCENE the Second. 
Enter QUEEN. m Mourning attended. 


Qs, This way the King will come, this is the way 

To Fulius Ceſar's illerected Tow'r, 

To whole flint Bolom my dear 1njur'd Lord 

Is deem'd a Pris'ner/by proud Bullingbrook ! 

Here let us reſt, if this rebellious Earth 

Have any reſting for her true King's Queen, [S/ts down, 
This Garb no le(s befits our preſeat ſtate, 

Than richeſt Tiffue did our Bridal day; 

Thus dead in Honour, my Lord and 1 

Officiate at our own ſad Funeral. 

Enter King Richard guarded, ſeeing the Queen, ſtarts, ſhe 
at the ſight of \bim , after a pauſe he ſpeaks, 
King, Give griefi|a Tongue, art thou not 1/abel, 
The faithful Wife'of the unfortunate Richard 7 
Qs, O! can ſpeak and live? Yet filence gives 

More tort ring Death! O thou King R/chard's Tomb, 

And not King X:thard !/-— On thy ſacred Face 
] {ec'the ſhameful)Marks: of fowlelt ufage , 
Thy Royal Checks foil'd-and beſmear'd, with Duſt , 
Foul Rubbiſh ladg'd in thy anointed. Locks ; 
O thou diſhonour'd/Flower of Majeſty ! 


King Richard the Second. 47 , 
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Lawvgh at fantaſtic life and die together; 


Tve loſt a ſingle frail uncertain Crown , 


Lean on my Breſt whilſt I diſſolve to Dew , 
And waſh thee fair agen with Tears of Love, 

King, Join not with Grief fair Innocence | 
To make my end more wretched, learn dear Saint 
To think our former State a happy Dream , 

From which we wake 1ato this rrue diſtrels! 
Thou moſt diſtreft, moſt Virtuous of thy ſex, 
Go Cloyſter thee in ſome Religious houſe , 
This vicious World and I can nere deſerve thee! 
For Shrines and Altars keep keep thole precious Tears, 
Nor ſhed that heavialy Dew -on Land accurſt. 
| Lad. Never did forrow triumph thus before. 

K1ng. Convey thee hence to Fraxce , 

Think Iam Dead, and that ev'n now thou tak'it 
As from my Death-bed the laſt living leave. 

In Winters tedious Nights fit by the fire, 

With good Old Matrons , let them tell thee Tales 
Of wotul Ages long ago betide, 

And ere thou- bid good Night , to quit their Griefs , 
Tell thou rhe lamentable fall of Me 1 _ | 
And fend the Hcearers weeping to their Beds, 

Qs, Rob not my Virtue of its deareſt Triumph ! 

Love like the Dolphin ſhews it ſelf in ſtorms : 

This is the Sealon for my Truth to prove, 

That I was worthy to be Richard's Wife | | 
And wou'd yoy now command me from your Preſence , 
Who then fhall lull your raging Griefs aſleep, 
And wing the hours of dull Impriſonment e 

King; O my afflicted Heart ! 

Qs, No, with my Lord rl be a Pris'ner too, 
Where my oiſficious Love ſhall ſerve him with 
Such ready care, that he ſhall think he has 
His num'rous, Train-of waiters round him ſtill ; 
With wond”rous Story's wee'll beguile the day , 
Deſpiſe the World and Triumph over fortune , 


King. Now Heaven Tthank thee, all my Griefs are paid ! 


And found a Virtue Richer than the World: 
Yes, Bird of Paradiſe, wee'll pearch together, | 
Sing 1n our Cage, and make our Cell a Grove. 


Enter 
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Enter Northumberland, Guards. 


| King Richard the: Second, ag 


North. My Lord, King Bullinghrook has chang'd his Orders, 


You muſt to Pomfrett Caſtle, not to th* Tower; 
And for you, Madam, he has given Command 
That you be inſtantly convey d to Fraxce, 


King. Muſt I to Pomfrett, and my Queen to France 2 


| Patience is ſtale, and I am weary ont't, 


Blood, Fire, rank Leprofies and bleweſt Plagues—— 


#. But This was wanting to compleat our Woe. 


King. Northumberland Thou Ladder ky whoſe Aid 


The mounting Bullingbrook aſcends my T hrone, 
The Time ſhall come when toul Sin gath'ring Head 
Shall break in to = 75 wgOk Thou thalt think, 
Tho he divide the Realm and give thee halt, 

It is too little, helping him to All: 

He too ſhail think that thou which knewſt the Way 
To plant unrighttul Kings, wilt know agen 

To caſt him from the Throne he has Ulurpt : 

The Fove of wicked Friends converts to Fear, 

That Fear to Hate, that ſtill concludes in Death. 

* North, My guilt be on my head, ſo to our buſineſs. 
Take leave and part. 

King. Doubly Divorc't ! foul Fiends ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage, 'twixt my Crown and me, 
And then ketwixt me and my tender Wite ; 

Oh 7a#el, oh my unfortunate Fair, 

Let me unkiſs the Oath that bound our Loves, 

And yet not ſo, for with a Kiſs *rwas made. 

Part us Northumberland, me towards the North 
Where fhiv 'ring Cold and Sickneſs pines the Clime ; 
My Queen to France, from whence ſet forth in Pomp 
She hither came, deckt like the blooming May, 
Sent back like weeping Winter ſtript and Bare. 

Qx. For ever will I claſp theſe ſacred Knees, 
Tear up my Breſt and bind them to my Heart ! 
Northumberland allow me one ſhort minute 
To yield my Life and Woes in one Embrace, 

One Minute will fuffice. 


North. Force her away. _ 


King. 
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King. Permit yet once our Death-cold Lips to joyn, 
Permit a Kils that- muft Divorce for ever, 
T II raviſh yet one more, farewell my: Love.!. 
My Royal Conſtant Dear farewel for ever} 
Give Sorrow Speech, and let thy Farewell-gome, 
Mine ſpeaks the Voice of Death, but Thine is Dumb. 
£x. Guaraed ſeveral Hays. 


SCENE the Third, | 


Bull. Can no man teil of my ungracious Son," . 
My Young miſgovernd and licentious /Zarry ? 

It any Plague hang over us tis He! 

Enquire amonegſt the Taverns where he haunts 
With loole Companions, {uch as beat Our Watch 
And rob Our Paſſengers, which he raſh Boy 
Miſtakes for Feats of Gallantry and Honour, 

Pierc, My Lord, ſome two days ſince I ſaw the Prince, 
And to!ld him of thoſe Turnaments at Oxford. 

Bull. And what faid the Gallant ? 

Pierc, His Anſwer was, He wou d to a Brothell 
And from the common | Creature (natch a Glove, 
To wear it as a Miſtreſs favour, and | 
With that unhorlſe the luſtieſt Challenger. 

Bull. As diſlolute as deſperate: 

Enter Aumanrl. 


e 


Aum. Where's the King ? 
Bull. What means our Couſin that he looks. ſo wildly ? 
Aum. My Lord, I humbly beg the favour of a word in private 
with your Majeſty. 
King. Withdraw my Lords, now Couſin to your bufinels.. 
Aum. For ever may my knees root to this Earth, 
And let Eternal ſilence bind my Tongue, 
Qaleſs you pardon e're I riſe or ſpeak. 
Bull, Intended or committed was this fault ? 
If but the firſt, how heynous e're- it be, 
To win thy future Love pardon Thee, 
Aum. Then Sir, permit me to make faſt the door, 
That no man Enter c're my Tale be done. 
Bull. Have thy Deſire, _ York within. MY 
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York. Beware my Liege, look to thy Life, thou haſt a 
Traytor in thy Preſence. | 
Bu//. Ha | Villain TH fecure Thee. 
Aum. Stay thy revengeful Hand, Thou haſt no cauſe to fear. 
Z7ork, Open the Door, or I will torce my Paſſage. 
Bull. The Matter, Uncle, ſpeak, recover Breath. 
Zork. Perule this'Writing and read there my Bus'neſs, 
Aum, Remember as thon read'it thy promiſe paſt, 
I dv repent me, read not my Name There, 
My Heart is not Confederate with my Hand. 
Zork. '['was Villain when thy Hand did ſet it down, 
_ I toreit from the Traytors Boſom, King, 
Pardon the Villain,do, and in' Return be Murder'd. 
Bull. O heynous black Conſpiracy ! Why Uncle can 
This Kindneſs come from Thee? Let me Embrace Thee. 
Zork. Embrace not me,It was no Kindneſs, I owe thee no kind- 
It was my Love to Truth, and Hate to Murder, (nels, 
-+ Bafl, Give it what Name thou wilt,'it ſhall excuſe | 
This deadly blort in thy rranſgreſſing Son. | 
York. So ſhall my Virtue be his Vices Bawd : 
Thou kill'ft me if he live, ſparing his Life 
The Traytor ſcapes, the True Man's put to Death. 
Datcheſs within. 
Dutch. What hoa my Liege, for Heav'ns fake let me ing 
Speak with me, pity me, Open the Door. 
Bull. My dang rous Couſin let your Mother 1n, 
I know ſhe's come to Entreat for you. 
Zork, If thou doſt pardon whotoever prays, 
Thy Mercy makes thee Traytor to thy ſelf. 
Dutch. O King believe not this hard-hearted Man. 
Zork. Thou frantick Woman what makes thee here ? 
Wilr thou once more a 'Traytor nourih ? : 
Dutch, Dear Z7ork be patient, hear me gentle Liege. 
Ball. Riſe.up good Aunt. | | 
Dwth, No, never more Ill riſe, ; 
"Till thou uncharm me from the Ground with ſounds 
Of Pardon to my poer tranſgrefſing Son: 
Aum, And to my Pray 'rs, I bend my Knee. | 
Zork: Againſt *em Both myOld ſtiff JoyntsT bend, oqgits en 
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Dutch. Pleads heiin Earneſt, ſee, his Eyes are dry. 
His Pray rs come trom his Mouth, ours trom the Heart ; 
He beggs but tainily, and woud be-deny d. 

His weary Joynts wou'd gladly rife I know, 

Our Knees (hall bend, till ro the Earth they grow , 
D:ny him, Kiag, he kacels in paia to crave 

A Boon, that wou d diſmiſs hum tothe Grave : 
Granting his Suit, the Suer you deſtroy, 

Bur yielding ours, you give your Beggar's Joy. 

Bull. Good Madam rile up. 

Dutch, Nay do nor ſay riſe up, 

But pardon firſt, and then we rile indeed. 
The word 1s (hort, but eadlels Comfort brings, 
Pardon, the Language both of Heav n and Kings. 

Bull, pardon him as Heay n ſhall pardon me. 

_—_ £Thanks Gracious Liege, a God on Earth thou arr. 

Zork, So much for that, —one word at parting King,l.et me 
tell thee King, 'twas none of theſe Politicks that made thee- 
King, and ſo farewell ro Court, | [Exit. 

Buſl. Bat for the Reſt of this Conſorted Crew, "pg 
Our Juſtic: (hall o're-take 'em——injur'd Richard, 

Thy wrongs already are too deep reveng 'd, 

As yet the Crowa's ſcarce lettled ro my Brow, 

When Royal Cares are rooted in my Heart, 

Havel no Friend, my Lords, in this fair Train ? | 
No Friend that to his Monarch's Peace will clear = 
The Way, and ridd.me ot this Living Fear ? / [ Exit. 


SCENE, A Priſon. 
King Richard, Solxc.. 


Ach. F Have bin ſtudying how to compare. 

| | This loneſom Priton tothe populous World, 
The Paradox ſeems hard ;. but thus Il prove it, 

Pil call my Bain the Female.to my Soul; 
My Soul the Father, and thele T'wo beget. 
A Generation of ſucceeding Thoughts,. 
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ThInkhabitants that ſtock this little World 
In humours like the People of the World, 
No Thought Contented : for, the better ſort 
As Thoughts of things Divine, are mixt with doubts 
That ſer the Faith it 1elf againſt the Faith, 
Thoughts tending to Ambition, they are plotting 
' Unlikely Wonders, how theſe poor weak Hands 
May force a paſſage through theſe ſtubborn flints, 
And cauſe they cannot, Die in their own Pride, 
Thoughts tending to Content are whiſpring to me, 
That Iam not the firſt of Fortunes Slaves, 
And (hall not be the Laſt ; poor flatt'ring Comfort, 
Thus I and every other Son of: Earth 
With nothing ſhall be pleas'd,-till we be eas'd 
With being nothing. 
A T able and Proviſions ſhewn. 
What mean my Goalers by that plenteous Board ? 
For three days palt I've fed upon my Sighs, 
And drunk my Tears; reſt craving Nature, reſt. 
Fll humour thy dire Need and taſt this food, 
That only ſerves to make Misfortune Live. 
 [Gomngtoſit, the Tab.e ſinks down, 
Thus Zantalws they ſay is us'd below , 
But 7 antalus his Gut 1s then his Torture. 
I ſmile at chis fantaſtick. Cruelty, 
Ha, Muſick too /—Ev'n:what my Torturers pleaſe. 
[Song and ſoft Muſick, after which a Meſſenger Fnters. 
Meſs: Hail Royal Sir, with dang'rous difficulty $ Gives him- 
Pve enter d here to bear Theſe to your.hand ;. Letters. 
O killing SpeRacle / 
Rich. From whom ? - my Queen, 
My 7ſabell, my Royal wretched Wife? . 
O- Sacred Character, oh Heav'n-bora Saint ! 
Why ! here are words wou'd charm the raging Sea, . 
Cure Lunaticks, diſſolve the. Wizzard's Spell, 
Check baleful Planets, and make Winter bloom. 
How fares my Angel, ſay, what Air's made rich- 
With her arrival, tor ſhe breathes.the Spring., 
What Land js by her preſ{eace priviledged 
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From Heavn's ripe Vengeance? O my lab'ring Heart ? 
.Inn, hide Thee, and prepare inſhort to Anſwer 
To tlwinfinite Enquiries that my Love 
Shall make of this dear Darling of my Soul. 

Whilſt undiſturb'd I ſeize the preſent Minute 
To anſwer the Contents of this ble(t Paper. [ Ex. Meſs. 

| Sits down to write, Enter Exton and Servants. 

Furies ! what means this Pageantry of Death ? " 
Speak thou the foremoſt Murderer, thy own hand 
Is arm'd with th'[nftrument of thy own Slaughter, 
Go Thou and fill a room in Hell, _ 4 of 


Another Thou. 
Exton here ſtrikes him down. 
That hand ſhall burn in never quenching Fire, 
That ftaggers thus my Perſon, cruel Zxz07, 
The blackeſt Fiend ſhall fee thee lodg'd beneath him. 
The Damfi'd will ſhun the Villain whoſe curſt Hand 
Has with the King's blood ſtain'd'the King's own Land. [Dzes. 
Ext. Haſt and convey his Body to our Maſter | 
Before the very Rumour reach his Ear. 
As full of Valour as of Royal Blood, 
Both have I ſpilr, O that the Deed were Good. 
Deſpair already ſeizes on my Soul | 
Through my dark Breſt Eternal Horrours roul : 
Ev'n that falſe Fiend that told me I did well, | 
Cry's now, This Deed is Regiſter d in Hell. [Ex. 


SCENE a Palace. Bullingbrook, Lords «na Attendants. 


Bull. Our laſt Expreſſes ſpeak the Rebels high, 
Who have conſum'd with Fire Our Town of Gloftex. 


Enter Northumberland and Pierce. 


Welcome Vorthumberland, what News ? 

North. Health to my Liege, Ihaveto /ondon ſent 
The Heads of Spencer, Blunt and Salſbury. 

Piere. Broccas and Seelye too are headleſs Trunks, 
The dang'rous Chiefs of that conforted Crew 
That ſought your Life at Oxford. 
Roff. Our Abbot griev'd to ſee his Plott defeated, h- 

| as 
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Has yielded up his Body to the Grave. 
But here's Caylite yet living to receive 
Your Royal Doom." 
Bull. Carlile I muſt confeſs, 
Tho thou haſt ever bin my Enemy, 
Such ſparks of Honour always ſhin'd in Thee, 
As priviledg Thee from our Juſtice now ; 
Chooſe out tome ſecret place, ſome reverend Cell, 
There live in peace, and we ſhall not diſturb 
The Quiet of thy Death—— what ſuddain Damp 


Congeals my Blood——ha Zxtoz ? then comes Miſchief, 


Enter Exton and Servants bearing in a Coffin. 


Ext. Great Sir, within this Coffin I preſent 
Thy bury d Fear, poſſeſs the Crown lecure, 
Which breathleſs Richard never more will claim. 


Bull. Exton 1 thank thee not; for thou haſt wrought _ 


A Deed of Slaughter fatal for my Peace, 
Which Thou and]I, and all the Land ſhall rue. 


£xt, From your own Mouth, my Lord, did I this Deed. 
Bull. They love not Poyſon that have need of Poylſon, . 


Nor doI Thee, I hate his Murderer. | 

Tho' I did wiſh him Dead : Hell thank thee for it, 

And guilt of Royal Blood be thy Reward ; 
Curſing and Curſt $0 wander through the World, 

Branded like Cazz for all Mankind to (hun Thee. 

Wake Richard, wake, give me my Peace agen, 

AndI will give Thee back thy raviſht Crown. 

Come Lords prepare to pay your laſt Reſfects 

To this great Hearſe, and help a King to Mourn 

A King's untimely Fall : O tort ring Guilt ! 

In vain I with The happy Change cou'd be, 

Thatl ſlept There, and Richard Mourn'd for Me; 


Epilogue. 
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Spoken by Mris. Cook. 


Nye” we expedt to Fear our rare Blades ſay 
Dam” me, I ſee no Senſe in this dull Play ; 
Tho much of it our abler Fudges know, 
Was famous Senſe 'bove Forty Tears ago. 
Sometimes we fail to Pleaſe for want of Witt 
1th Play——tnt more for want on't in the Pitt ; 
For many a ruin d Poets Work 'twou d Save, 
Had you but half the Senſe. you think you have. 
Poets on your Fore-Fathers pam d dull Plays, 
And fhrewdly you revenge it in our Days 
In troth we fare by't as your Tradeſmen do, 
For whilſt they raiſe Eſtates by Cheating Tou - 
tnto Acquaintance with their Wives you fall, 
And get 'em Graceleſs Sons to ſpend it All, 
'Tis plain Thare Tours, Cauſe All our Arts miſcarry, 
For juſt like Tou, They Damn before they ll. Marry. 
Of honeſt Terms I now almoſt Deſpair, | 
Unleſs retriev d by ſome rich Teoman's Heir, > 
In Grannam's Ribbans and his Own ſtreight Hair /! 
What Comforts ſuch a Lover will afford, 
Foynture, Dear Foynture, O the Heavenly Word ! 
But E're of Tou my Sparks my Leave { take, 
For your Unkindyeſs paſt theſe Pray rs I make 
So wery Conſtant may Tour Miſſes be, 
"Till Tou grow Cloid for Want of Fealouſie ! 
| Tito ſuch Dullneſs may your Poets Tire, 
"Till They ſhall write ſuch Plays as Tou Admire : 
May Tou, inſtead of Gaming, Whoring, Drinking, 


4 Be Doom'd to your Averſion Books and Thinking : 
L And for a Lait Wiſh What I'm ſure Tow'l Call 
Marriage Take ye Al/. 


| The Curſe of Curſes 
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